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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 


"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  To- 
ronto, it  is  not  in  any  sense  for 
Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the  whole 
Dominion.  One  needs  but  two 
qualities,  love  of  God  and  love  of 
Canada,  to  become  interested  in  the  success  of 
the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

X.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 


"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.  .  .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope." 

Timothy  Casey, 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

O.  E.  Mathieu, 

A  rchbishop  of  Regina. 
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help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
>£*  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA. 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


11 1  have  come  to  serve" 
the  Church 


"The  work  of  the  'Sisters 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out 
limit  to  their  labours  would 
subjects  they  could  supply 


of  Service'  will 
here.    The  only 
be  the  number  of 
.  .  I  am  quite  con- 


fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

* 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 
I  congratulate  the  League  on  the 
nation-wide  benefit  it  has  brought 
to  the  Church  by  financing  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  This  is  an  effort 
to  assist  Catholic  immigrants  in  their 
spiritual  needs  to  make  them  feelthat 
in  Canada  welcomes  them,  and  to  aid 
them  in  their  efforts  to  become  Canadian  citizens." 
—Archbishop  McNeil,  in  the  Canadian  League, 
January,  1927. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and— we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January, 8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrant  girls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization— to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
manv  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
WOrk.— £.  W.  Beatty.  Chairman  and  President, 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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"Peace  to  Men  of  Goodwill" 

To  all  the  kind  and  generous 
friends  of  their  missionary  en- 
deavour the  Sisters  of  Service  send 
their  heartfelt  wishes  for  a  Merry 
Christmastide  and  a  bright,  happy 
and  prosperous  New  Year. 

May  the  Divine  Babe  of  Bethle- 
hem and  His  Sweet  Mother  grant 
you  that  heavenly  "peace" 
premised  by  the  Angels  to  souls 
of  "goodwill."  Your  past  kind- 
ness to  our  work  is  a  standing 
proof  of  that  "goodwill"  and  a 
guarantee  of  its  reward.  Assem- 
bled around  the  humble  cribs  of 
their  various  missions  the  Sisters 
of  Service  will  pray  for  you  and 
yours,  asking  the  Divine  Infant 
to  grant  you  that  greatest  of  all 
gifts  .  .  "peace  of  mind  and  heart." 


&  Christmas;  g>uggegtton 

"For  this  day  is  born  to  you  a 
Saviour." 

Thoughtfulness  of  others  is  the 
distinctive  feature  of  Christmas- 
tide.  This  is  the  atmosphere  of 
Bethlehem.  When  we  see  the 
Son  of  God  made  Man  giving  Him- 
self so  unreservedly  to  us,  we  also 
wish  to  give  something  in  return 
to  Him.  So  Christmas  has  become 
a  gift-time. 

No  gift  could  be  more  pleasing 
to  the  Divine  Infant  of  Bethlehem 
than  that  given  to  the  saving  of 
souls  in  the  Mission-Field.  May 
we,  therefore,  ask  you  not  to  forget 
at  this  holy  season  our  missionary 
Sisters  now  labouring  so  self- 
sacrificingly  in  the  great  Home- 
mission  Field  of  Canada. 
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"3  ^teton  anb  a  €xy" 

"A  vision  was  showed  to  Paul  in  the  night, 
which  was  a  man  of  Macedonia,  standing  and 
beseeching  him,  and  saying:  'Pass  over  into 
Macedonia  and  help  us.' 

"As  soon  as  he  had  seen  the  vision  immediately 
we  sought  to  go  to  Macedonia,  being  assured  that 
God  had  called  us  to  preach  the  Gospel  to  them." 
(Acts  16,  9-10). 

This  eventful  vision,  which  was  to  have 
tremendous  influences  on  the  destinies  of  the 
Church,  came  to  St.  Paul  at  Troas,  a  port  at  the 
entrance  of  the  Dardanelles.  As  the  Apostle  stood 
there  on  the  very  fringe  of  the  East,  facing  Europe, 
the  whole  Gentile  world  loomed  up  large  and 
challenging  before  his  eyes.  In  the  offing,  vessels 
from  all  parts  of  the  Roman  Empire  were  tugging 
at  their  moorings,  anxious  to  weigh  anchor  and 
unfurl  their  sails.  The  Great  Empire  beckoned 
to  him.  Rome  had  always  a  wonderful  fascination 
for  his  great  soul.  Yet  he  remained  undecided. 
Where  did  the  Spirit  of  God  wish  him  to  go? 
Was  it  to  Asia?  Was  it  to  Europe?  This  vision 
and  the  cry  of  the  Macedonian  were  an  answer  to 
his  prayer. 

*     *  * 

This  vision  of  St.  Paul  often  came  to  our  mind 
when,  on  our  way  West,  our  train  entered  the  great 
prairie-lands  of  Canada.  When  indeed,  like  the 
Apostle  at  Troas,  we  stand  on  the  fringe  of  those 
immense  stretches  that  go  rolling  on  for  hundreds 
of  miles  to  the  very  foothills  of  the  Rockies,  the 
vision  of  another  empire  breaks  in  upon  us.  There, 
indeed,  within  the  confines  of  our  own  Dominions, 
lie  the  Great  W.est  with  its  fertile  plains  and  the 
Great  North  with  its  unexplored  mineral  resources. 
And  the  cosmopolitan  population  of  these  new 
Provinces  resembles  somewhat  that  of  the  Roman 
Empire  to  which  the  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  felt 
himself  so  strongly  drawn.  He  well  knew  what 
great  part  it  was  called  by  God  to  play  in  the  future 
development  of  the  Church.    To  one  who  has  an 


eye  to  the  future  of  the  Church  in  Canada,  does  not 
the  vision  of  our  Western  empire  beyond  the  Great 
Lakes  unfold  great  possibilities  for  the  extension  of 
her  spiritual  kingdom  in  our  Dominion?  But  this 
forward  movement  will  greatly  depend  on  the 
preservation  of  the  Faith  among  the  Catholics  who 
have  migrated  there  from  every  part  of  the  world. 
Hundreds  of  thousands  by  right  belong  to  the 
Church.  Will  they  and  will  their  children  remain 
faithful  to  the  Faith  of  their  fathers?  This  is  the 
vital  question  of  the  hour  for  the  Catholic  Church 
in  Canada.  No  wonder  then  that  the  vision  of  our 
Great  West  and  Great  North,  like  that  of  Mace- 
donia for  St.  Paul,  shows  us  the  Church  "standing 
and  beseeching  .  .  .  and  saying:  Pass  over  to  us." 
*     *  * 

A  cry  of  distress  always  awakens  the  most  noble 
instinct  of  human  nature.  The  barriers  of  selfish- 
ness are  lowered  and  a  tide  of  generous  feelings 
sweeps  the  heart  and  carries  it  to  unexpected 
heights  of  sublime  self-sacrifice.  The  great  diffi- 
culty in  spiritual  needs  is  to  have  that  cry  of  dis- 
tress heard.  It  will  not  be  heard  if  the  vision  is 
not  seen.  Oh!  if  our  Catholics  in  the  East  could 
only  see  the  poverty  and  the  weakness  of  the 
Church  out  West!  If  her  cry  of  distress  could  only 
break  in  upon  their  placid  and  self-contented  lives! 

Listen,  gentle  reader,  to  that  cry  that  comes  to 
you  from  beyond  the  Lakes,  from  the  immense 
plains  of  our  prairie  land,  from  the  depths  of  the 
valley  of  British  Columbia — the  cry  ...  of  bap- 
tized souls  who  are  in  danger  of  losing  their  Faith 
for  want  of  contact  with  the  Church,  her  priests 
and  her  Sacraments,  the  cry  ...  of  thousands  and 
thousands  of  poor  Catholic  children  who  are  now 
going  through  the  public  schools,  who  have 
scarcely  seen  the  inside  of  a  Catholic  Church  and 
are  in  absolute  ignorance  of  their  Faith,  the  cry  .  .  . 
of  young  men  and  young  girls  who,  left  to  the 
influence  of  their  present  environment,  will  be  or, 
rather,  are  being,  married  outside  the  Church,  the 
cry  ...  of  Catholic  mothers  and  fathers  who  find 
themselves  so  helpless  to  contend  against  the 
irreligious  atmosphere  pressing  around  them  on  all 
sides. 

If  that  cry  of  distress  is  not  heard  now 
thousands  of  new  Canadians  will  not  even  know 
that  by  the  right  of  their  Baptism  they  are  children 
of  the  Catholic  Church. 

Would  to  God  that  we  were  able  to  give  that 
vision  to  all  the  Catholics  of  our  Dominion!  It  is  1 
only  when  they  will  have  realized  through  this  i 
vision  their  present  pressing  responsibilities  to  the 
Church  in  our  country  that  the  great  cry  of  distress 
will  be  heard  and  answered.  Like  the  great  St. 
Paul  we  will  then  pass  over  into  the  West  and  help 
Mother  Church.  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R. 
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jfleggageg  of  encouragement 


Bishop's  House, 

Victoria,  B.C. 
Rev.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Dear  Father  Daly: 

 A  copy  of  your  new  venture  reached 

me  and  I  think  that  the  "make-up"  is  only  sur- 
passed by  the  beauty,  holiness  and  utility  of  the 
object  it  sustains  and  explains.  "Honour  to  whom 
honour."  You  have  done  a  wonderful  work  for 
the  Church  and  the  country  and  I  pray  that  the 
Lord  may  long  spare  you  to  continue  and  even  to 
multiply  your  endeavour. 

Best  wishes  and  every  blessing,  I  remain, 
Yours  sincerely  in  Xto., 

►J*  Thomas  O'Donnell, 
Bishop  of  Victoria 
(now  Archbishop  of  Halifax). 

*  * 
* 

Bishop's  Residence, 

Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

Rev.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Dear  Father  Daly: 

Having  witnessed  some  of  the  wonderful  work 
that  is  being  done  by  the  Sisters  of  Service,  I  am 
only  too  glad  to  add  my  voice  to  that  of  all  to 
whom  I  have  spoken  of  them,  in  the  highest  com- 
mendation and  appreciation  of  their  apostolic  zeal 
and  sincerity. 

May  God  bless  them  and  their  earnest  efforts 
in  every  possible  way. 

Yours  very  truly  in  Xto., 

►J*  Louis  J.  O'Leary, 

Bishop  of  Charlottetown. 

*  * 
* 

Eveche  de  Mont  Laurier 
Rev.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Dear  Father: 

I  received  the  Field  at  Home,  No.  1,  Volume  5, 
/  find  it  very  lively  and  interesting. 
God  bless  you  and  your  work. 
Very  truly  yours  in  Xto., 

►J*  J.  Eug.  Simoges, 

Bishop  of  Mont  Laurier. 


Chicoutimi. 

Rev.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Dear  Reverend  Father: 

Allow  me  to  express  my  sincere  thanks  for 
having  addressed  to  me  The  Field  at  Home,  the 
new  organ  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I  warmly 
welcome  the  new  religious  Institute  whose  members 
dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal 
welfare  of  settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of 
Western  Canada. 

Dear  Reverend  Father,  you  ask  for  my 
blessing — the  blessing  of  the  last  consecrated 
Bishop  in  Canada,  may  God  help  him! — and 
endorsation  of  the  new  religious  family.  I  give 
both  with  a  great  deal  of  joy  and  I  say  as  St.  Paul 
to  the  Philippians:  "I  therein  do  rejoice,  yea,  and 
will  rejoice."  May  the  Lord  help  the  S.O.S.  to 
save  our  ship  full  of  souls  coming  from  every  clime, 
every  nation,  and  give  every  Sister  a  zealous,  truly 
Catholic  and  apostolic  heart! 

Believe  me,  Dear  Reverend  Father, 
Yours  very  truly, 

►^Charles  Lamarche, 

Evique  de  Chicoutimi. 

*  * 
* 

Prince  Albert,  Sask. 
Rev.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Reverend  and  Dear  Father: 

His  Lordship  being  away,  I  wish  to  acknowledge 
receipt  of  your  kind  letter  enclosing  the  first  copy 
of  The  Field  at  Home. 

Allow  me,  in  the  name  of  His  Lordship,  to 
express  to  you  my  sincere  appreciation  for  the  mis- 
sionary endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  This 
institution  of  recent  date  is  worthy  of  interest  and 
encouragement.  Your  aim  and  ambition,  far  from 
being  pretentious,  are  inspired  by  the  noble  desire 
to  help  Holy  Mother  Church  in  our  beloved 
country.  For  this  reason,  I  hope  that  your  under- 
taking will  meet  with  the  approval  of  all  Catholics 
and  will  be  blessed  by  God,  because  you  have 
nothing  else  in  view  but  the  extension  of  His 
Kingdom  on  earth. 

With  sincere  congratulations  and  every  best 
wish,  receive  the  assurance  of  my  most  religious 
devotedness  in  Christ. 

H.  Desmarais, 

Vicar-General. 
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NOTES  AND  COMMENTS 


The  New  Year 

The  dawn  of  a  new  year  has 
always  something  mysterious. 
The  melancholic  feeling  of  the 
passing  of  the  old  year  blends 
with  the  bright  hopes  of  the  new 
one.  What  1930  has  in  store 
for  each  and  every  one  of  us  is  a 
mystery  which  we  leave  to 
Divine  Providence. 

To  a  Catholic  a  question  of 
paramount  importance  is:  What 
are  we  going  to  do  during  this 
year  to  spread  the  Kingdom  of 
Christ  on  earth?  After  all, 
what  counts  in  life  is  what  one 
contributes  to  the  upbuilding 
of  that  Church,  the  Immortal 
Spouse  of  Christ  on  earth.  Our 
wish  to  our  readers  is  "to  make 
1930  count  by  being  generous 
to  our  Catholic  missions." 

The  Missionary  Apostolate 

The  "Missionary  Apostolate" 
is  of  the  very  essence  of  the 
Christian  religion.  There  is  no 
spiritual  truth,  save  the  truth 
taught  by  Jesus  Christ,  "the 
way,  the  truth  and  the  life"; 
"there  is  no  other  name  under 
heaven  given  to  men,  whereby 
we  must  be  saved,"  but  "the 
name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
of  Nazareth";  there  is  no  other 
saviour  of  mankind,  but  the 
Son  of  God,  "sent  to  die  for  the 
sins  of  the  world";  there  is  no 
other  gospel  to  be  accepted 
even  from  "an  angel  from 
heaven,"  besides  that  which  is 
"by  the  revelation  of  Jesus 
Christ"  ;  there  is  no  other  church 
instituted  to  teach,  to  govern, 
to  sanctify  and  to  save  all  men, 
except  the  Church  founded  by 
Jesus  Christ  upon  St.  Peter, 
with  the  guarantee  that  "the 
gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail 
against  it."  Christ  Himself  was 
the  first  Missionary,  beginning 
His  public  ministry  by  "preach- 
ing the  gospel  of  the  Kingdom 
of  God."    He  ended  His  earthly 


career  by  commanding  the 
Apostles  to  "go  into  the  whole 
world,  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature."  Thus  by  the 
sheer  logic  of  the  truth  of  the 
Christian  religion,  as  well  as  by 
the  express  example  and  com- 
mand of  Jesus  Christ  the  "Mis- 
sionary Apostolate"  becomes  a 
most  essential  and  cogent  duty 
of  the  True  Church  of  Christ. 

The  "Missionary  Apostolate" 
demands  service  and  sacrifice, 
the  service  and  sacrifice  of  life, 
health,  talents,  convenience, 
social  atmosphere,  even  some- 
times of  the  most  necessary 
religious  comfort,  on  the  part 
of  the  missionary  priest,  sister 
and  catechist  out  there  on  the 
frontiers;  the  service  and  sacri- 
fice of  prayer  and  financial  co- 
operation on  the  part  of  the 
vast  home  army  of  Catholics  the 
world  over.  The  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith  is  the 
great  recruiting  agency.  Every 
Catholic  man,  woman  and  child 
must  fall  in  line  with  the  vast 
movement  for  the  spreading  of 
Christ's  Spiritual  Kingdom. — 
Rt. Rev. Joseph  F.Rummel.D.D., 
Bishop  of  Omaha. 

Through  the  Catholic  World 

The  Philippines  have  been 
called  "The  Pearl  of  the  Orient" 
on  account  of  their  natural 
beaut}'.  "But  even  more  fitting 
is  the  appellation  from  an 
ecclesiastical  viewpoint.  China 
has  a  population  of  450,000,000 
of  whom  2,500,000  are  Catholics. 
Japan  numbers  89,000  Catholics 
in  a  population  of  60,000,000. 
But  the  Philippines  have  a 
population  of  11,000,000,  of 
whom  between  nine  and  ten 
millions  are  Catholic.  It  may 
be  a  surprise  to  many  to  learn 
that  the  Philippines  are  the 
sixth  largest  Catholic  country 
in  the  world.  Italy  ranks  first 
in  the  number  of  its  Catholic 
population;  then  follows  Ger- 
many;   the    United    States  is 


third ;  Poland  fourth ;  then  comes 
Spain,  followed  by  the  Philip- 
pines." So  writes  His  Grace 
Archbishop  O'Doherty  of 
Manila.  How  is  it  that  France 
is  not  in  the  picture  at  all? 

The  Catholic  Viewpoint 

Speaking  at  the  consecration 
of  the  Rt.  Rev.  A.  J.  Willinger, 
C.SS.R.,  for  the  Diocese  of 
Ponce,  Porto  Rico,  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Thomas  E.  Molloy,  Bishop  of 
Brooklyn,  forcibly  expressed  the 
Catholic  viewpoint: 

"In  all  matters  affecting  the 
interests  of  our  Church  at  any 
time  and  in  any  place  it  is  not 
only  proper  but  absolutely  im- 
perative that  we  entertain  a 
truly  Catholic  viewpoint. 

"Our  pastoral  solicitude  for 
the  salvation  of  human  souls 
must  always  transcend  racial 
and  national  differences  and  we 
must  believe  that  'there  is 
neither  Jew  nor  Gentile,  Greek 
nor  Roman,  but  we  are  all  one 
in  Jesus  Christ.' 

"Our  priestly  vision  of  the 
earthly  kingdom  of  God  must 
never  be  confined  or  circum- 
scribed by  an  exclusively  parish, 
diocesan,  or  provincial  sphere  or 
scope. 

"To  teach  all  nations,  to 
preach  the  Gospel  to  every 
creature,  to  bring  the  regenerat- 
ing influence  of  Christ's  redemp- 
tive graces  to  every  human  soul, 
must  ever  be  the  supreme 
desiderata  and  ultimate  objective 
of  every  true  exponent  of  the 
mission  and  ministry  of  our 
Divine  Prototype." — {Catholic 
Mission  News). 

The  Best  Way  to  Make  England 

Catholic 

(From  the  Universal  Correspondent) 
//  you  want  to  make  England 
Catholic  and  Nottingham  Catholic 
put  all  your  energies  into  foreign 
missions,"  said  the  Archbishop 
of  Birmingham  (Dr.  Williams) 
at  a  mass  meeting  held  to-night 
{Continued  on  page  12) 


WE  SHALL  NEVER  ENJOY  REAL  HAPPINESS  UNTIL  IT  IS  SHARED 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


MILESTONES 

"Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  New- 
Year."  We  are  always  glad  of  the  oppor- 
tunity which  the  holy  season  affords  of 
offering  to  the  readers  our  most  sincere 
prayers  and  good  wishes. 

As  we  stand  thus  at  the  milestone  of 
another  year  we  feel  that  we  have 
reason  to  be  grateful  for  many  things, 
especially  for  the  kind  friends  who  have 
watched,  with  ever  interested  eyes,  our 
steady  growth  from  ideal  to  idea,  and 
from  idea  to  reality,  and  who, 
through  the  medium  of  the  Bulletin, 
have  followed  our  sisters,  as  in  their 
work  for  the  poor  and  most  abandoned, 
they  blazed  their  mission  trail  across 
Canada  from  coast  to  coast,  and  who 
helped  them  to  do  it  by  means  of  en- 
couragement and  good  deeds. 

Only  a  little  prayer  said,  perhaps, 
only  a  subscription  made  to  a  missionary 
magazine  .  .  .  and  yet  who  knows  how 
it  may  multiply  in  the  interest  of 
Eternity.  Through  it,  perhaps,  some 
little  child  in  the  far-flung  prairies  of 
the  west  learned  the  true  sweet  meaning 
of  Christmas,  or  some  lonely  life  was 
cheered  and  brightened. 

When  we  reach  the  end  of  the  road, 
and  the  last  milestone  lies  behind,  how 
great  will  be  our  delight  to  know  the 
consolation  which  such  sacrifices  bring 
to  the  Heart  of  the  God  of  Kindness; 


they  may  be  too  small  for 
us  to  keep  count  of,  but 
He  never  forgets. 

With  our  greetings  we 
embody  the  wish  that 
God  may  bless  every  day 
of  the  New  Year  which 
lies  before  you. 

FEAST  DAYS 

Like  most  of  the  good  things  of  life, 
feast  days  seem  to  insist  on  coming  to  us 
at  the  one  time.  The  Feast  of  St.  Teresa, 
October  15th,  was  the  occasion  of  a 
religious  profession.  Holy  vows  were 
made  by  Sister  Mary  Quinn  (St.  John, 
N.B.) ;  Sister  Patricia  Williams  (Toronto) 
and  Sister  Agnes  Hearn  (Toronto). 
Several  postulants  also  received  the 
habit. 

Feast  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception 

Four  sisters  made  renewal  of  holy 
vows,  namely:  Rev.  Sister  Marie  Anne 
Paradis,  at  Edson,  Alta;  Rev.  Sister 
Eva  Chartrand,  at  Edmonton,  Alta; 
Rev.  Sister  Lidwina  Furman,  at  Halifax, 
N.S.,  and  Rev.  Sister  Mary  Mitton,  at 
the  mother  house,  Toronto. 

Feast  of  St.  Florence 

December  15th  was  a  day  of  great 
rejoicings  at  home  and  on  the  missions, 
it  being  the  feast  day  of  our  dear  Sister 
General,  Sister  Florence  Regan. 

VISITATION 

During  the  month  of  November,  the 
Toronto  houses  were  visited  by  the 
Right  Rev.  Monsignor  John  L.  Hand, 
Diocesan  Visitor.  Monsignor  Hand 
expressed  his  pleasure  at  the  progress 
of  our  young  community. 

DONATION 

Mrs.  Daniels,  of  Toronto,  presented 
the  mother  house  chapel  with  a  beautiful 
statue  of  St.  Theresa  the  Little  Flower. 


VISIT  TO  THE  WEST 

Rev.  Sister  Regan  and  Rev.  Sister 
Kathleen  Schenck  recently  visited  the 
S.O.S.  missions  in  the  west.  Both 
sisters  returned  evidently  much  im- 
pressed as  to  the  future  possibilities  of 
our  little  "Out-posts  of  Mercy." 

QUEBEC 

With  the  close  of  navigation  on  the 
St.  Lawrence  our  sisters  stationed  at 
Quebec  have  returned  to  their  former 
missions  for  the  winter,  Rev.  Sister 
Black  to  Montreal  Hostel  and  Rev. 
Sister  Shostak  to  Halifax.  We  had  the 
pleasure  of  having  the  latter  home  at 
the  Mother  House  for  a  short  visit 
before  leaving  for  her  mission. 


AT  THE  MASTER'S  FEET 

Every  Thursday  evening  the  novices 
in  their  quiet  little  chapel  gather  around 
the  Master's  feet,  as  Mary  at  Bethany, 
for  the  holy  hour.  This  is  "the"  hour 
of  the  week  beloved  by  all  and  looked 
forward  to  with  eagerness.  From  His 
throne  of  love  our  Divine  Saviour  seems 
to  point  to  vast  stretches  of  the  Home 
Mission  Field  where  souls  He  has 
redeemed,  souls  He  loves  so  ardently, 
are  drifting,  are  being  lost  to  the 
Church. 

While  our  missionary  sisters  are  in  the 
field,  in  the  front  trenches  where  the 
battle  for  souls  is  being  fought,  the 
novices  are,  at  that  hour,  particularly, 
like  Moses  on  the  mountain  praying  for 
their  success. 

The  vision  of  their  own  future 
apostolate  looms  up  then  bright  and 
inviting.  There  is  nothing  indeed  more 
consoling  for  a  soul  who  wishes  to  love 
God  than  to  think  that  one  day  she  will 
be  able  to  devote  herself  to  the  salvation 
of  souls. 

This  is  the  prayer  and  the  vision  the 
holy  hour  brings  to  us  at  the  Master's 
feet! 


LET  US  DO  NOW  WHAT  WE  WOULD  WISH  TO  HAVE  DONE  AT  THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH 
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HOME  MISSION  FIELD 
"Down  by  the  Sea" 

The  port  of  Halifax  is  the  outstretched 
arm  of  Canada  that  greets  the  immi- 
grant on  his  arrival  to  his  new  country. 
Ideally  located  at  the  extreme  east, 
facing  the  Atlantic,  the  old  garrison  town 
is  the  terminal  of  the  shortest  route 
between  Europe  and  Canada.  For 
many  steamers  it  is  a  call-port  on  the 
way  to  New  York.  At  all  seasons, 
particularly  during  winter,  when  the 
Quebec  port  is  closed,  Halifax  is  the 
great  landing  dock  for  immigrants  to 
Canada. 

The  arrival  of  our  "new  Canadians" 
is  a  scene  filled  with  human  pathos. 
As  soon  as  the  liner  has  docked  and  the 
huge  hawsers  have  tied  her  to  the  shore 
the  gangway  is  lowered.  There  comes 
filing  down  a  colorful  pageant  of  all 
nations:  The  stolid  British,  their 
features  hardened  by  the  long  protracted 
economic  struggle  in  the  old  land;  the 
Irish  and  Scotch  with  a  merry  twinkle 
in  their  eye;  the  blonde  Norwegians, 
bewildered,  yet  determined;  the  Poles, 
the  Ukrainians,  the  Russians,  with  their 
dreamy  eyes  and  Oriental  features; 
the  Germans,  systematic  in  all  their 
movements;  the  Italians,  vivacious  and 
sentimental,  smiling  through  their  tears 
.  .  .  .  they  all  come  facing  an  enigmatic 
future  in  this  land  of  their  choice  and 
adoption. 


A  HALIFAX  REPORTER  SEES 
THE  S.O.S.  AT  WORK 

She  was  young,  very  young,  the  dark- 
eyed  little  woman  from  Checko-Slovakia. 
It  had  been  a  long  voyage,  and  when 
there's  not  much  money,  one  can't 
expect  to  travel  first  class.  The  boat 
always  made  her  sick.  Then  there  was 
Marjana  ■ —  sunny  -  haired,  blue  -  eyed, 
three-year  old  Marjana.  If  only  the 
man  who  examined  passengers  wouldn't 
know  she  was  sick!  She  would  soon 
be  better.  Seasickness  made  one  feel 
very  ill,  but  it  was  not  serious.  There 


was  Jan  to  think  about — honest,  hard- 
working Jan,  who  had  gone  ahead  to 
this  fine  country,  Canada,  and  had 
saved  enough  money  to  send  for  his 
Katizan  and  little  Marjana.  Suppose 
the  man  would  not  allow  them  to  land — 
would  send  them  back.  She  shuddered. 
As  her  turn  approached  she  breathed 
a  silent  prayer.  Moments  of  dread 
suspense — passed!  Katizan  went  for- 
ward joyously,  holding  tight  to  Mar- 
jana's  small  hand.  She  was  going  to 
like  this  new  country,  she  thought. 
If  only  she  could  understand  their 
language — if  only  she  could  hear  her 
native  tongue! 

Was  Overjoyed 

A  grey-clad,  sweet-faced  young  Sister 
approached  and  in  perfect  Slav  addressed 
herself  to  Katizan.  Could  she  be  of 
any  assistance?  Overjoyed,  the  be- 
wildered little  woman  told  her  story: 
of  the  waiting  husband  out  in  Calgary, 
of  the  seasickness,  of  her  dread  at 
meeting  the  immigration  authorities. 
The  sweet-faced,  gentle  Sister  was  a 
sympathetic  listener.  She  promised  to 
remain  with  Katizan  until  she  was 
safely  on  board  the  train.  Was  she 
quite  sure  she  was  strong  enough  for 
the  long  train  journey?  Katizan  replied 
bravely — she  felt  better  now. 

All  aboard!  Katizan  made  a  desper- 
ate effort  to  pull  herself  together. 
She  must  go  on — Jan  would  be  waiting. 
But  the  long  voyage  and  the  seasick- 
ness and  the  worry  had  been  too  much 
for  her  frail  strength,  and  the  plucky 
little  woman  collapsed. 

Tenderly  she  was  cared  for.  When 
she  opened  her  eyes  she  was  in  a  large, 
comfortable,  spotless  room  and  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed  she  recognized  the  same 
sweet-faced  Sister  who  had  met  her  at 
the  boat.  They  brought  her  something 
hot.  How  appetizing  it  was,  and  how 
nice  it  tasted.  She  could  not  remember 
having  had  anything  so  good  in  a  long 
time.  Marjana?  Marjana  was  happy 
downstairs  with  her  dolly.    Yes,  she 


might  come  up.    Was  Marjana  really 

better? 

Asked  No  Pay 

For  three  days  she  remained  there, 
the  recipient  of  gentle,  loving  care  from 
the  bisters  of  Service,  she  and  little 
Marjana.  Pay?  They  would  not  accept 
pay.  She  must  save  every  cent,  it  was 
so  necessary,  because  Jan.  .  .  . 

Now  she  was  better.  Oh,  yes,  she 
felt  quite  well  now.  She  would  go  on. 
The  little  Sister  with  the  gift  of  lan- 
guages accompanied  her  to  the  train, 
saw  her  safely  on  board  with  provision 
for  the  journey,  communicated  with 
Jan,  who  later  sent  a  most  grateful 
letter  of  appreciation  of  all  the  Sisters 
had  done  for  his  Katizan  and  little 
Marjana. 

Only  an  Incident 
Just  an  incident  in  the  daily  life  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service.  There  are  only 
four  members  of  the  Order  here,  but 
they  have  the  gift  of  languages.  One 
Sister  speaks  fluently  Slav.  Polish, 
Hungarian,  German.  Frequently  they 
are  sent  for  to  act  as  interpreters  for  sick 
immigrants,  who  have  been  removed  to 
the  Isolation  Hospital.  Regularly,  too, 
they  visit  this  hospital  in  the  hope  of 
rendering  assistance. 

They  meet  all  boats,  no  matter  what 
the  hour.  When  a  boat  arrives  late 
at  night  and  there  is  no  night  train 
they  take  the  girls  to  their  own  con- 
vent, rather  than  have  them  sleep  on 
the  train.  Without  charge  they  furnish 
them  with  a  comfortable  bed  and  hot 
breakfast  and  see  them  safely  on  their 
way.  Sometimes,  too,  they  find  em- 
ployment for  immigrant  girls,  usually  as 
domestics.  Should  the  girls  not  prove 
qualified  they  care  for  them  until  they 
can  be  returned  to  their  home. 

Unlimited  Visits 
While  their  work  is  chiefly  concerned 
with  immigration  many  a  sick  and  poor 
person  in  Halifax  could  tell  of  unlimited 
visits  and  comforts  and  food  supplies 
obtained  from  the  Sisters  of  Service. 


WE  ARE  CATHOLIC  INASMUCH  AS  WE  ARE  APOSTOLIC 
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Always,  too,  they  visit  detained 
immigrants  and  render  assis- 
tance when  the  cases  are  desti- 
tute, supplying  money  and 
clothes  for  deported  people. 

Thousands  of  friendless  immi- 
grant girls  have  been  helped 
along  the  way,  sheltered,  fed 
and  clothed  and  inspired  to 
fresh  courage  by  the  Sisters  of 
Service,  who  have  for  the  first 
time  come  into  the  Community 
Chest. — Halifax  Evening  Mail, 
Oct.  31,  1929. 


GLIMPSES  OF  MISSION 
LIFE 

On  boat  days  6.45  a.m.  finds 
the  S.O.S.  Port  Representatives 
down  at  the  pier,  hats  off,  caps 
on,  ready  to  be  about  "the 
Master's  business." 

Two  ships  are  already  docked 
and  Father  C.  has  gone  on 
board  to  visit  those  who  may 
have  fallen  ill  during  the  voyage. 
Sister  B.  takes  the  stand  for 
the  manifest,  and  Sister  S. 
sharpens  pencils,  arranges  read- 
ing matter, holy  pictures,  medals, 
etc.,  that  will  be  given  out  during 
the  day.  It  is  a  dark,  cloudy 
morning,  so  the  little  red  light 
at  the  Sacred  Heart  shrine 
sheds  a  cheerful  glow  on  the 
surrounding  gloom. 

There  is  a  general  stir  in  the 
main    hall.      Lights    go  on. 
Officers    and    other    men  in 
uniforms    pass    to    and    from  the 
government  restaurant.      Port  work- 
ers  begin    to    arrive.  White-coated 
canteen  people  hurry  back  and  forth 
with  huge  pots  of  coffee  and  other  things 
to  be  sold  to  the  newcomers.  Here 
comes  the  guard  with  the  manifest  or 
ship's  passenger  list. 

This  is  a  mixed  boat,  people  of  many 
nationalities.  A  sister  goes  through  the 
list,  page  after  page,  and  copies  the 
name  and  destination  of  every  Catholic 
settler  on  board.  This  is  done  so 
that  we  may  be  able  to  refer  them  to 
the  parish  priests  of  the  places  to  which 
they  are  destined.  Here  are  listed 
several  girls,  coming  out  on  the  "scheme" 
and  destined  to  different  hostels.  We 
must  correct  their  addresses  and  tell 
them  that  a  Sister  will  meet  them  at  the 
station.  Here  is  a  party  of  young  men 
destined  to  the  farm  lands  of  the 
West,"trainees"  we  call  them.  There 
are  some  British  families,  too.  We 
must  meet  them  and  advise  the  mothers 
about  locating  near  a  Catholic  Church 
and  a  school.  We  will  give  them  the 
address  of  our  Catechetical  School  in 
Edmonton  and  encourage  them  to  write 
to  the  Sisters  when  they  are  settled. 
Ah!  here  at  last,  we  have  found  her 
name-^-the  Russian  girl  destined  to  her 
"fiance."  The  fiance  has  been  follow- 
ing us  about  like  a  dark  shadow  for  the 
last  two  days,  waiting  for  this  girl. 
He  is  sitting  near  by,  at  this  moment, 
patiently  waiting  to  know  if  she  is 
on  board.  The  poor  chap  passed  through 


A  Young  Polish  Bride  at  Quebec  Pier 

a  tag-day  somewhere  on  his  way  to 
the  port  and  is  still  wearing  the  little 
red  flower.  He  has  a  wedding  post-card 
of  his  brother.  The  bride  is  all  in 
white.  Many  times  he  has  shown  us 
that  picture  and  said  "Sister,  you  make 
her  look  nice  like  that?  No,  bister,  she 
must  look  more  nice  than  that.  I  have 
all  the  money  you  want.  I  hope  she 
got  good  face.  We  get  a  picture  too, 
and  give  you  one,  Sister."  (We  will 
send  on  the  photo  when  we  get  it.) 

They  begin  "working  the  boat"  about 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The 
people  are  conducted  from  the  ship 
into  the  building  on  the  second  floor 
through  long  tube-like  passages.  Here 
they  are  examined,  one  by  one,  by  the 
doctors  and  immigration  inspectors,  and, 
if  all  is  well,  they  descend  to  the  ground 
floor,  where  they  usually  come  to  a 
standstill,  wondering  what  to  do  next. 
"This  way  to  get  your  ticket  stamped," 
shouts  an  officer.  "This  way  to  get  your 
moneychanged,"says  another.  In  a  short 
time  the  main  hall  is  almost  crowded. 

The  sisters  move  in  and  out  among 
the  people,  acting  as  interpreter,  listen- 
ing to  sad  stories,  giving  ■  advice  and 
answering  dozens  of  questions.  Some 
of  the  foreign-speaking  people  are  told 
in  their  own  country  to  look  out  for  the 
grey  sisters  at  the  ports  of  landing. 
They  know  them  immediately  and  greet 
them  with  open  arms.  With  the 
English-speaking  people  it  is  quite 
different.  Those  wearing  medals  or 
Catholic  badges  of  some  kind  are  easy 


to  find,  but  those  who  have  no 
signs  of  Catholicity  either  in 
their  dress  or  in  their  manners 
are  a  much  more  difficult  task. 

"Oh,  Sister,  we  are  Catholics. 
Some  of  the  girls  wrote  us  that 
you  would  be  here."  Sister 
turns  to  meet  the  eager  eyes  of 
three  little  girls  wearing  C.W.L. 
badges   and   destined   to  the 

hostel  at  T  .     In  a  few 

moments  we  are  warm  friends. 
Sister  attends  to  their  needs 
and  enlists  them  as  little  apostles 
to  find  other  girls  and  boys  and 
bring  them  to  the  Catholic 
office. 

"Sister,  Sister,"  says  an  an- 
xious   voice,    as    a  German 
bound  for  Winnipeg  edges  his 
way  through  the  crowd  of  men, 
women  and  children  who  actu- 
ally fill  the  little  Port  office. 
"Sister,  my  wife  has  been  taken 
to  the  hospital  and  I  cannot  see 
her.    I  have  all  the  money  and 
the  baggage  and  they  are  send- 
ing me  out  on  this  train,  what 
am   I   going  to  do?"  Sister 
explains  that  she  will  visit  the 
wife,   take  her  the  necessary 
clothing  and  writing  materials 
and  make  things  as  pleasant  as 
possible.     "But  how  will  she 
know  where  I  am  when  she 
goes   to   Winnipeg?     I  don't 
know  where  they  may  send  me." 
So  we  give  him  the  address  of 
the  S.O.S.  in  Winnipeg  and  tell 
him  to  meet  his  wife  there  if  anything 
should  happen.   He  goes  away  satisfied. 
We  turn  back  again  to  the  crowd  and 
continue  giving  out  religious  articles  and 
reading  matter,   correcting  addressee, 
and  speaking  to  each  individual.  Then, 
one  by  one,  they  bow  low,  and  kiss  the 
Sister's  hand,  unless  that  hand  is  so 
busy  that  they  cannot  grasp  it,  then 
they  stoop  and  kiss  her  crucifix. 

The  office  is  cleared  for  a  moment. 
Father  C.  and  the  sisters  compare  notes 
and  exchange  information.  Ah,  another 
group  outside  the  office  door — Irishmen, 
a  little  shy.  "Come  in,  come  in,  please. 
Would  you  like  to  see  Father?"  "Well, 
yiss,  it  wouldn't  hurt  us  to  have  his 
blessin'  anyway,  us  all  going,  God 
knows  where,"  and  they  step  in  for  an 
interview. 

A  group  of  hostel  girls  come  up. 
"Please,  Sister,  may  we  leave  our  cases 
with  you  while  we  buy  some  things? 
"I'm  going  to  Regina,  how  much  food 
should  I  get?"  "How  much  must  I  pay 
for  something  to  eat?"  "Thirty-five 
cents  for  a  meal!  How  much  is  that?" 
And  so  on,  until  they  make  way  for  a 
group  of  foreign-speaking  women  with 
shawls  on  their  heads.  One  has  been 
crying  bitterly.  Poor  child,  she  has 
lost  ten  dollars,  all  the  money  she  had. 
We  question  her  as  to  where  she  might 
have  lost  it.  She  does  not  know.  She 
tied  it  up  in  a  handkerchief  and  placed 
the  handkerchief  inside  her  dress  in  a 
little  sack  suspended  from  her  neck  and 
worn  under  her  arm.    We  do  our  ut- 
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most  to  comfort  her,  buy  food  for  her 
journey,  see  that  her  baggage  checks 
are  right  and  send  her  on  to  her  friends. 
She  will  be  met  and  cared  for  at  her 
destination. 

As  the  foreign-speaking  people  cannot 
understand  English  or  French,  it  is 
necessary  to  have  someone  speak  for 
them  in  order  to  purchase  food  for 
their  journey  inland.  The  Sisters  often 
write  dozens  of  little  food  lists  for  these 
people,  which  they  present  at  the  count- 
er. When  they  receive  their  sack  of 
food,  it  is  examined  and,  if  satisfactory, 
many  others  will  borrow  the  slip  in 
order  to  buy  their  food.  It  is  the  same 
with  telegrams  to  their  relatives  advising 
them  of  their  arrival. 

In  talking  with  these  non-English 
people  we  discovered  that  $2  to  $3 
were  demanded  from  them  for  telegrams 
on  board  ship.  These  telegrams  were 
sent  only  after  the  ship  had  arrived  and 
cost  from  thirty  to  eighty  cents.  More 
than  eighty  persons  were  cheated  thus 
on  one  voyage  alone.  Father  took  up 
the  case  and  needless  to  say  the  authori- 
ties are  doing  everything  possible  to 
eradicate  this  abuse. 

It  is  intensely  interesting  to  stroll 
through  the  immigration  hall  after  the 
people  have  found  their  baggage,  bought 
their  food  and  have  settled  down  for  a 
lunch  before  boarding  the  train.  Bales, 
bags  and  baskets  are  piled  up  around  the 
pillars,  their  owners  seated  on  them  or 
near  them.  Over  there,  we  see  a  large 
Ukrainian  family,  the  father  is  seated 
in  their  midst,  with  a  loaf  of  bread 
between  his  knees  and  a  bologna  under 
his  arm.  He  is  busily  slicing  off  a 
portion  of  each  for  his  hungry  little 
ones.  The  mother  presides  over  a 
long-necked  bottle  filled  with  water 
and  supplies  the  drinks. 

Here  we  see  a  very  old  woman  with 
a  black  shawl  on  her  head,  seated  with 


her  back  up  against  a  pillar  and  her 
feet  straight  out  in  front  of  her.  Her 
baggage  is  banked  up  on  either  side  of 
her  and  she  is  peacefully  waiting  until 
her  husband  returns  with  the  food. 
As  we  pass  along  she  looks  up  with  a 
smile.  "Get  up,  Grandma,  you  will 
catch  your  death  of  cold."  "Oh  no, 
Sestro,  see  I  sitting  on  a  shawl,"  and 
she  sidles  over  to  prove  the  fact. 

As  we  turn  away,  a  tall  boy  steps  out 
from  a  party  of  young  men.  "Excuse 
me,  Miss,  are  you  a  Sister?  A  real 
Catholic  Sister?  Sure  .now,  you  don't 
look  like  our  nuns  in  the  Old  Country, 
but  it's  good  to  see  you  here.  Would 
you  please  tell  us  where  we  get  the 
grub?"  "You  can  get  food  just  over 
there  at  the  canteen.  They  will  sell 
you  a  package  already  made  up  for 
a  dollar."  "No,  no,  Sister,  not  for  the 
train,  for  me  stomach  now!"  exclaims 
the  lad,  slipping  the  fingers  of  both 
hands  inside  his  belt.  Sister  explains 
Canadian  money  to  a  group  of  thtm  and 
points  out  the  government  restaurant. 

"All  aboard,  All  aboard."  The 
phrase  is  passed  on  in  many  languages. 
In  a  few  minutes  every  one  is  moving. 
The  last  few  mouthfuls  are  hastily 
swallowed,  baskets  are  shut  and  lids 
closed  down.  Little  pots  and  kettles 
are  tied  onto  the  handles  or  given  to 
the  smaller  children  to  carry;  babies  are 
rolled  up  and  bound  securely  to  their 
mothers,  then  the  crowd  presses  on 
towards  the  train. 

As  we  work  our  way  back  towards 
the  office,  a  man  reaches  over  his  com- 
panions and  hands  us  a  letter  which  he 
wishes  us  to  mail;  a  little  further  along, 
a  Slovak  girl  thrusts  some  letters  into 
our  hands  and  asks  us  to  address  them. 
In  her  excitement  she  fairly  screams  the 
addresses  at  us.  This  done,  we  hurry 
on  to  the  office  for  a  new  supply  of  liter- 
ature to  be  given  out  on  the  train. 


As  we  enter  we  behold  a  woman  and 
a  little  child  kneeling  before  the  shrine. 
The  shawl  has  slipped  back  from  her 
forehead  as  she  raises  tearful  eyes  to 
the  image  of  Our  Lord  and  His  Blessed 
Mother.  "Mateo  Bosja,  Mateo  Bosja! 
dear  Mother  of  God,  to  think  I  should 
find  you  here."  She  has  just  come 
back  to  the  office  to  thank  Our  Lady 
for  all  the  help  and  kindness  she  had 
received.  We  wonder  if  in  some  future 
day  she  may  not  become  estranged  from 
her  "Mateo  Bosja  (Mother  of  God), 
and  despise  the  Sign  of  the  Cross. 

On  boarding  the  train,  we  pass  from 
coach  to  coach,  speaking  to  all  Catholic 
people,  handing  out  literature  to  those 
we  missed  inside,  and  giving  parting 
words  of  comfort  and  advice.  After 
the  train  has  gone,  we  must  wire  ahead 
about  any  special  cases.  This  done, 
we  go  back  to  the  office,  now  empty, 
and  calm  our  nerves  and  strengthen  our 
hearts  with  a  short  period  of  silent 
prayer  before  partaking  of  our  belated 
lunch. 

If  we  have  time  between  boats,  we 
visit  the  "Detention  Quarters,"  also; 
there  is  the  referring  to  be  done,  but 
that  is  a  different  story  so  we  will  keep 
it  until  another  time. 


PORT  CHAT 

The  following  conversation  ensued 
when  the  very  last  word  in  smartly 
dressed  American  girlhood  disembarked 
at  one  of  Canada's  ports. 

"Pardon  me,  you  are  a  Sister  of 
Service,  are  you  not?  I  have  read 
everything  I  could  find  about  your 
Order.  I  have  the  highest  admiration 
for  it.  You  are  doing  splendid  work. 
I  sometimes  feel  that  I  may  have  a 
vocation  for  the  missionary  life,  but 
I  am  afraid  that  I  should  not  persevere, 
that  it  would  be  too  hard.    You  know, 

I  live  in  the  city  of  W   and  I 

belong  to  several  clubs  there,  and  I 
am  very  fond  of  sports.  Then,  again, 
I  have  my  family  and  my  friends,  and  I 
just  couldn't  break  away  from  them 
unless  I  were  quite  certain  that  I  should 
persevere  in  the  religious  life.  The  fact 
is,  Sister,  I  am  receiving  a  very  high 
salary  and  I  have  the  most  wonderful 
job.  I  just  can't  make  up  my  mind 
to  give  it  all  up." 

"Dear  Girl,  I  am  heartily  sorry  for 
you,"  replied  the  Sister.  "You  are 
like  the  rich  young  man  in  the  Gospel 
who  turned  away  sorrowfully  when  the 
Saviour  invited  him  to  sell  his  goods  and 
give  to  the  poor  and  come  follow  Him. 
At  the  hour  of  death,  when  you  face 
the  Crucified,  and  He  points  out  to  you 
the  years  you  have  wasted,  the  good 
works  you  have  not  done  and  the  souls 
you  should  have  saved,  will  you  hold 
out  your  empty  hands  and  say,  'Dear 
Jesus,  I  knew  you  wanted  me  to  do  this 
work,  I  knew  you  wanted  me  to  save 
these  souls;  I  heard  your  gentle  plead- 
ing, even  in  the  early  days  of  my  youth, 
but  I  would  not  listen.  You  see,  I 
had  my  parents  and  friends  and  lots  of 
money,  I  took  an  active  part  in  sports 
and  social  life,  and  dear  Lord,  I  must 
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confess  that  I  had  a  wonderful  job  which 
I  could  never  quite  make  up  my  mind 
to  give  up. 

"Why  don't  you  try  to  look  at  things 
as  they  will  appear  to  you  in  the  light 
of  eternity?  If  you  feel  that  you  have 
a  vocation,  enter  the  convent  of  your 
choice.  If  God  wants  you  there  He 
will  certainly  keep  you  there;  if  not, 
you  will  be  a  better  wife  and  mother  for 
having  spent  a  short  time  in  the  sanctify- 
ing atmosphere  of  some  convent. 
Good-bye,  dear  Girl,  may  God  bless 
you." 

Sister  Black,  S.O.S. 

FAITH  OF  NEW  CANADIANS 

As  a  tiny  infant  to  be  received  into 
the  loving  arms  of  our  Holy  Mother 
the  Church  and  to  grow  to  adult  years 
in  her  tender  embrace,  what  a  privilege! 

On  this  voyage,  the  S.S.  Aurania  had 
brought  many  Hungarians  and  Croa- 
tians.  The  examination  being  over  and 
the  tickets  and  baggage  attended  to, 
they  had  settled  down  in  groups  to 
await  the  loading  of  the  train.  The 
Sisters  moved  among  them,  correcting 
addresses  and  inviting  them  to  go  for 
a  Catholic  booklet  or  a  newspaper. 
A  little  girl  with  two  Protestant  gospels 
tightly  clasped  in  her  hands  slipped 
down  from  the  bench  on  which  they 
were  seated  and  declared  that  she  would 
get  a  book  for  her  mamma. 

We  had  nearly  reached  the  office 
when  a  kindly  but  heavy  hand  rested 
on  the  Sister's  shoulder.  Looking  round 
we  saw  at  least  a  dozen  people  following. 
At  the  office  door,  everybody  halted, 
then,  with  a  reverent  salutation  to  the 
white-haired  priest  sitting  at  his  desk, 
the  crowd  entered  and  with  one  accord 


knelt  before  the 
little  shrine  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  It 
was  a  touching 
scene,  as  we  waited 
for  the  end  of  the 
prayer;  the  office 
filled  with  kneeling 
figures,  their  hands 
clasped,  their  faces 
lifted  up  and  many 
cheeks  wet  with 
tears  —  tears  of 
gratitude, that  they 
had  found  even  at 
the  very  doors  of 
Canada,  symbols  of 
their  dearly  be- 
loved Faith. 

After  that,  the 
Sacred  Heart  had 
many  visitors. 
Grown-up  boys 

dropped  in  for  a  few  minutes, 
mothers  guiding  their  little  ones 
in  front  of  them  came  in,  and  even 
a  group  of  children  ran  in,  kissed 
the  hands  of  the  Sisters  in  turn, 
reached  for  a  medal  or  holy  picture, 
then  down  on  their  little  knees  in  the 
midst  of  things  to  offer  a  prayer  of 
thanksgiving  before  running  back  to 
their  parents.  Thus  it  was  all  morn- 
ing. 


The  Sister  Befriends  the  Lonely 
Immigrant 


A  GRIZZLY  BEAR  TURNS 
MISSIONARY 

He  was  not  a  bad  Indian.  He  had 
been  brought  up  in  the  Faith  and  he 
had  never  really  abandoned  it,  but 
out  in  our  great  West  churches  are  far 
apart  and  priests  cannot  always  be 
found,  so  it  is  extremely  easy  to  slip 
into  careless  habits  with  regard  to 
religious  duties.  Life  is  hard  out  there 
and  when  one  has  a  family  to  support 
it  means  that  every  effort  must  be  put 
forth  to  keep  them  provided  with  the 
necessaries  of  life — so,  sometimes  even 
when  the  priest  does  come  around  one 
is  away  from  home  or  something  pre- 
vents one  from  going  to  the  Sacra- 
ments. So  it  was  that  this  Indian  had 
been  a  long  time  absent  from  them. 

Hunting  and  trapping  have  to  be 
done  and  our  Indian  was  on  one  of 
his  expeditions  when  he  met  a  grizzly 
bear.  The  grizzly  was  doing  a  bit  of 
hunting,  himself,  and  being  hungry,  he 
thought  an  Indian  would  be  as  good 
game  as  anything  else,  so  he  started  out 
to  try  to  satisfy  his  appetite.  There 
was  a  terrific  battle,  the  Indian  fighting 
with  all  the  skill  of  a  human  being, 
the  great  bear  with  his  enormous  strength 
and  the  native  animal  cunning  which 
had  so  often  served  him  well.  The 
outcome  seemed  doubtful  more  than 
once,  but  finally  the  man  prevailed 
and  the  grizzly  was  conquered,  but 
at  what  a  price!  The  man's  arms,  his 
hands,  his  face  were  a  mass  of  bleeding 
flesh,  his  lower  lip  was  almost  severed 
by  the  fierce  claws  of  the  monster 
brute,  and  it  was  a  very  sick  Indian 
covered  with  running,  festering  sores 
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whom  his  companions  finally  brought 
into  the  little  hospital  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  at  Edson,  Alberta. 

With  the  skill  of  trained  hands  they 
bathed  and  bound  up  his  wounds; 
they  watched  for  signs  of  infection  and 
combated  them  with  the  best  of  scientific 
treatment,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
the  Indian  patient  was  on  the  road  to 
recovery.  He  was  a  docile  and  grateful 
patient,  and  as  the  wounds  became  scars 
and  his  strength  returned,  he  began  to 
bethink  himself  of  the  great  goodness 
of  God  in  sparing  him  and  in  allowing 
him  to  be  placed  in  this  haven  of  refuge. 
His  thankfulness  made  him  realise 
his  need  for  the  Church  and  her  Sacra- 
ments and  before  he  went  back  to  his 
home  he  had  gone  to  confession  and 
communion  and  departed  with  a  full 
determination  never  again  to  be  neglect- 
ful of  his  duties. 

Thus  a  hungry  grizzly  became  a 
missionary  and  helped  in  saving  a  soul, 
but  suppose  his  attack  had  taken  place 
far  away  where  such  aid  as  that  given  at 
St.  John's  Hospital  at  Edson  was  not 
available,  and  where  the  devoted  care 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  could  not  be 
had!  For,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
this  little  hospital  is  the  only  one  for 
130  miles  in  each  direction.  In  an  area 
of  more  than  15,000  square  miles  it 
stands  alone,  and  there  are  similar 
areas  scattered  all  over  the  West  where 
there  is  not  even  one  hospital.  Com- 
munity after  community  is  pleading  for 
them — the  Sisters  of  Service  have  to 
turn  a  deaf  ear  to  these  pleas  because 
they  have  neither  the  means  nor  the 
vocations  to  answer  them.  Surely 
Canada's  young  womanhood  will  not 
let  the  latter  reason  long  stand  in 
the  way,  and  Canada's  Catholics  in 
general  must  feel  a  responsibility  for 
the  former. 

There  are  still  "perils  in  the  wilder- 
ness" as  there  were  when  St.  Paul 
wrote  of  them,  and  they  are  right  here 
in  the  "field  at  home."  There  are  still 
thousands  of  souls  who  need  the  Church's 
ministrations  for  both  body  and  soul, 
and  we  cannot  always  rely  on  grizzly 
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bears  to  help  us  by  seeking  their  prey 
where  aid  can  reach  the  victims.  But, 
please  God,  the  day  is  dawning  when 
throughout  the  sparsely  settled  regions 
of  the  Dominion  the  habit  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  will  be  seen  everywhere  and 
their  tender  ministrations  will  be  a 
familiar  theme  in  the  household  of  many 
a  settler. 


A  PAGE  FROM  A  LECTURER'S 
DIARY 

"Charity  does  not  end  at  home  but 

certainly  should  begin  there." 

November,  far  out  in  Western  Canada, 
at  times  reminds  one  of  the  worst  days 
of  January  here.  Such  was  the  bleak 
and  windy  Thanksgiving  day  that 
found  me  marooned  tightly  on  account 
of  a  snow  storm,  in  the  little  village 
of  Weston  in  North  Saskatchewan. 

Only  those  whose  lot  has  taken  them 
far  away  from  their  homes  will  under- 
stand the  hopeless  feeling  of  home- 
sickness that  gripped  my  heart.  Never 
before  and  seldom  after,  did  I  experience 
such  a  loneliness.  As  I  looked  at  my 
room,  and  saw  the  grimness  of  it,  the 
bareness  of  it,  I  shuddered;  any  one  who 
has  travelled  in  the  far  away  provinces 
of  this  continent,  will  remember  a 
small  town  hotei  room.  ...  I  could 
not  for  the  moment  stand  it  any  longer, 
I  just  had  to  get  out. 

Outside  the  wind  was  icy,  the  streets, 
whatever  streets  there  might  have  been, 
were  well-nigh  impassable,  for  the  wind 
had  blown  mounds  of  snow,  several 
feet  deep,  all  over  them.  Where  to  go? 
Aimless  walking  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. To  the  Church  then,  where  the 
Eternal  Host  forever  waits  for  all  the 
tired  and  weary  souls.  I  turned  east, 
west,  north,  south,  in  vain  trying  to 
find  the  Sign  of  Welcome — the  Cross — 
showing  the  way  to  Peace  and  Rest. 
Yet,  although  the  little  town  stretched 
out  flat  before  me,  I  could  not  see  it. 
Across  the  street  was  the  post  office. 
I  made  my  way  to  it,  and  inquired  as 
to  the  whereabouts  of  a  Roman  Catholic 
Church.  Having  received  directions,  I 
started  on  my  difficult  journey.  After 
half  an  hour  hard  going,  I  found  myself 
before  a  small  barn  or  shack,  whose 
walls  had  at  least  an  inch  spacing 
between  their  boards.  I  opened  the 
door,  which  really  was  only  a  figure  of 
speech;  I  did  not  need  to  open  it,  for  it 
hung  forlornly  on  one  hinge.  I  went  in: 
four  walls,  a  floor  with  shaking  boards, 
a  few  benches,  and  where  the  Altar 
should  have  been,  stood,  on  a  little 
elevation,  a  kitchen  table  covered  with 
a  clean  piece  of  material,  but  so  patched 
that  its  original  colour  was  lost  long 
ago.  On  that  table  a  box,  with  the  still 
visible  inscription — "Soap" — was  stand- 
ing; to  it  was  attached  a  makeshift 
door,  roughly  put  together —  I  was 
looking  at  the  dwelling  of  the  King  of 
Kings.  .  .  and  suddenly  before  me 
arose  the  many  magnificent  Churches 
of  the  States,  those  wonderful  Cathedrals 
of  Quebec.  .  .  .  where  the  King  was 
worshipped  befittingly.  Something 
snapped  in  me.    I  could  not  stand  and 


look,  for  I  began  to  think  of  all  the 
unnecessary  waste  of  good  money: 
picture  shows  that  would  have  been 
better  left  unseen,  books  that  would 
have  been  better  left  unread,  candy 
that  was  poisonous  to  health,  item  after 
item  counted  up  in  my  mind,  and  the 
total  figure  seemed  to  mock  me.  "See" — 
they  seemed  to  say, — "how  you  have 
squandered  and  here  is  your  King  in  a 
manger  again,  worse  than  the  first,  for 
He  has  not  the  clean  straw,  nor  the 
friendly  warmth  of  the  silent  beasts. 
No,  nothing  but  the  howling  winds  and 
cold  and  absolute  poverty. 

Blindly  I  staggered  out.  My  mind 
was  in  turmoil.  The  cold  was  getting 
bitter.  I  knocked  at  the  first  door,  to 
ask  for  the  permission  to  warm  myself 
at  a  fire  and  think. 

An  old  woman  answered  the  door. 
She  let  me  in,  and  addressed  me  in  a 
quick  whisper:  "At  last  you  have  come; 
at  last  you  have  arrived,  my  husband 
and  I,  well  nigh  on  a  year,  have  been 
doing  the  Way  of  the  Cross,  beggin' 
the  Dear  Lord  to  send  you.  ..."  I 
backed  out;  I  was  frightened.  Some 
old  woman  gone  insane,  I  thought,  as 
many  do — from  what  I  have  heard — 
in  these  lonely  flat  prairies  of  Canada. 
But  no,  she  was  urging  me  to  come  in, 
to  warm  myself  at  the  cheery  fire. 
Cold  to  the  marrow  of  my  bones,  I 
decided  to  brave  it  after  all;  she  looked 
harmless. 

And  as  I  listened  I  felt  ashamed  of 
myself.  I  call  myself  a  Catholic,  but 
am  I  one,  I  wonder? 

"Yes,"  she  told  me.  Yes,  that  was 
their  Church.  It  was  a  mission  Church 
to  be  sure;  but  then  the  parish  Church 
80  miles  away  was  just  a  little  better, 
and  the  dear  Father  could  only  come 
once  in  two  months,  for  you  see  his 
parish  was  500  miles  large  all  round, 
and  what  with  the  weather  and  all,  it 
was  difficult  to  get  everywhere.  Yes, 
they  were  poor.  Oh,  how  poor,  no  one 
really  knew!  Sixty  families  all  together 
they  were,  about  125  children  amongst 
them,  and  the  children  were  her  chief 
worry.  She  had  managed  to  procure 
a  few  catechisms  and  now  was  teaching 
them  all,  as  well  as  she  could,  but 
they  would  not  believe  so  many  things. 
For  instance,  there  was  the  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  They  never 
had  seen  it,  and  no  wonder.  How  could 
they,  when  the  only  vestment  they 
had  was  a  white  one,  too  small  alto- 
gether for  the  dear  Father.  He  even 
used  it  for  funerals.  Too  bad,  but  then 
what  could  one  really  do  about  it? 
And  again,  vessels,  why  they  only  had 
enough  for  Mass,  nothing  more,  so  the 
children  were  left  doubting ;  and  although 
their  little  eyes  would  sparkle  with 
interest  when  she  tried  to  picture  to  them 
the  beauty  and  splendor  of  the  far  away 
Churches  they  would  question  again 
and  again  the  truth  of  her  tales.  The 
Way  of  the  Cross?    What  was  that. 

They  never  had  seen  it  and  so  it 

went.  Yes,  they  were  poor.  Their 
harvest  in  this  new  land  had  been  worse 
than  ever,  now  going  on  the  fifth  year, 


nay,  the  sixth.  "You  see  it  is  hard  to 
feed  ourselves,  let  alone  fix  the  Church, 
so  my  husband  and  I  and  many  a  soul 
around  here  have  been  praying  the 
Dear  Lord  and  his  Blessed  Mother  to 
send  us  someone  from  the  Outside  World 
to  tell  our  needs  to  and  our  longings. 
I  could  die  happy  if  I  could  show  these 
youngsters  how  beautiful  Benediction 
is,  but  you  see  Miss  or  Mrs.,  whatever 
you  might  be,  Madam,  God  has  heard 
our  prayers  and  sent  you.  Now  go  back 
and  just  tell  them  and  they  will  surely  do 

the  rest  " 

And  as  I  listened  to  the  old  sweet 
voice  speaking,  tears  slowly  were  filling 
my  eyes  for  I  saw  before  me  the  Son  of 
Man,  and  He  had  nowhere  to  lay  His 
head,  and  in  His  eyes  was  a  gentle 
reproach — "Hast  Thou  forgotten,  that 
whatsoever  thou  shalt  do  for  one  of  my 
little  ones,  thou  shalt  do  for  me?"  And 
here  were  125  children  who  never  had 
(Continued  on  page  13) 


The  Friend  of  the  Immigrant 
Rev.  Abbe  P.  Casgrain 

AN  APPRECIATED  APPRECIATION 
Archeveche  de  Quebec. 
November  26th,  1929. 
Dear  Sister  Regan: 

I  wish  to  place  on  record  my  deep 
appreciation  of  the  excellent  work 
performed  by  Sisters  Mary  and 
Agnes  here  during  the  last  naviga- 
tion season.  They  have  been  of 
invaluable  assistance  to  me  in  every 
way  and  were  always  most  punctual 
in  arriving  and  the  last  to  leave  the 
shed.  May  Almighty  God  reward 
them  is  the  sincere  and  earnest 
prayer  of  your  faithful  servant  in 
Xto. 

Abbe  Philippe  Casgrain. 
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HE  FIELD  AFAR 


THE  CHURCH  AND  THE  CHANG- 
ING EAST 

A  French  revue  "Les  Missions  Catho- 
liques"  (July  1)  gives  the  place  of  honour 
to  a  remarkable  article  by  the  Bishop  of 
Vizagapatam.  The  article  is  remarkable 
both  for  its  insight  and  foresight.  Un- 
like the  Rip  Van  Winkles  who  have  not 
yet  wakened  to  the  realities  of  Indian 
situation,  the  Bishop  sees  clearly  the 
drift  of  affairs  in  the  East  and  recognizes 
the  wisdom  by  which  the  policy  of  the 
Church  is  being  adapted  to  fast  changing 
circumstances.  The  East,  says  he,  is  at 
the  turning  point  of  its  history.  From 
the  national  point  of  view  there  is  a 
movement  of  revolt  against  the  foreigner 
in  proportions  such  as  history  has  never 
recorded.  Japan  led  the  dance.  By 
defeating  the  Russian  colossus  it  showed 
the  coloured  races  the  possibility  of 
shaking  off  the  yoke  of  the  white  race. 
China  followed.  The  era  of  foreign 
interference  and  foreign  control  there 
has  definitely  ended.  A  national  govern- 
ment has  been  established.  Rome,  as 
ever,  moved  by  a  sense  of  reality,  has 
responded  by  establishing  a  Chinese,  a 
national,  hierarchy.  India,  too,  Mgr. 
Rossillon  recognizes,  is  marching  swiftly 
to  Swaraj.  The  political  movement  has 
assumed  such  serious  proportions  that 
half-measures  are  hardly  possible.  In 
the  presence  of  a  political  transformation 
which  will  transfer  to  the  children  of  the 
soil  the  responsibility  of  self-government, 
what  should  be  the  policy  and  attitude  of 
the  Church?  That  policy  is  clearly 
defined  in  the  immortal  Rerum  Ecclesiae 
of  Pope  Pius  XI.,  who  insists  not  only 
upon  the  wide  recruitment  of  indigenous 
clergy,  but  upon  the  naturalization  of 
the  Church  and  its  government  by  in- 
digenous prelates. 

"At  first  such  affirmations,"  says  His 
Lordship  "somewhat  surprised  those 
who  were  not  in  touch  with  the  secular 
policy  of  the  Church.  Three  centuries 
of  European  expansion  had  obscured  the 
tradition,  and  while  the  conquered 
countries  were  being  exploited,  people 
had  grown  used  to  a  kind  of  theory  that 


the  coloured  races  were  inferior  to  the 
white  race  and,  as  far  ahead  as  one  could 
see,  incapable  of  producing  pastors  of 
souls.  The  Church  herself  had  never 
gone  back  upon  her  teaching,  but 
political  circumstances  and  the  prevail- 
ing mentality  had  partly  tied  down  her 
hands." 

The  Pope  of  the  Missions  has  changed 
all  that.  The  establishment  of  the 
Syrian  hierarchy,  was  the  first  step. 
The  settlement  of  the  centuries-old 
Padroado  question  was  the  second. 
The  reorganization  of  dioceses  and  the 
creation  of  a  number  of  new  ones  is  the 
third.  Two  dioceses  have  Indian  bishops 
and  Mgr.  Rossillon  expects  that  two  or 
three  others  with  old  Christian  popu- 
lations will  shortly  have  Indian  prelates. 
New  seminaries  are  created  and  the  old 
ones  improved,  and  everywhere  an 
impulse  is  being  given  to  the  building 
up  of  an  Indian  clergy  capable  of  under- 
taking the  responsibilities  which  will 
soon  devolve  upon  them. 

Responsibilities  of  no  small  conse- 
quence are  awaiting  them.  For,  as 
Mgr.  Rossillon  rightly  points  out,  the 
foreigners,  especially  the  Europeans, 
have  a  bad  press  in  the  whole  of  the  East, 
India  not  excepted.  Providence  had 
granted  them  the  marvellous  good 
fortune  of  establishing  their  supremacy 
over  the  East  But  they  did  not  under- 
stand their  real  vocation  and  they  have 
not  fulfilled  it.  The  day,  therefore,  was 
sure  to  arrive  when  they  would  be 
detested  as  tyrants  and  oppressors. 
That  day  has  come.  Everywhere  their 
departure  is  being  canvassed.  This 
xenophobia  is  far  from  beng  confined  to 
non-Christians,  so  much  is  patriotism  in- 
grained in  the  heart  of  man.  Nations 
having  arrived  at  adolescence  demand 
from  their  guardians  control  over  their 
own  destinies.  Self-government  must 
be  granted,  at  least  by  stages,  to  avoid 
worse  fate.  When  the  great  debates 
arise,  what  advantage  and  what  security 
for  Catholicism  if  at  the  table  of  the 
representatives  of  new  States,  were 
found  seated  with  equal  authority,  pre- 


lates, sons  of  the  soil  and  bearing  the 
mandate  of  their  people?  Such  is  the 
pious  hope  of  Mgr.  Rossillon. 

As  an  appendix  to  this  notable  study 
which  old-fashioned  missionaries  might 
read  with  profit,  may  we  suggest  that, 
if  such  high  hopes  are  to  be  realized,  the 
representatives  of  the  Church  in  India 
should  show  a  sympathetic  attitude  to 
the  national  movement  or,  at  least,  avoid 
any  action  which  may  give  rise  to  a 
feeling  that  the  Church  is  throwing  her 
influence  on  the  side  of  the  existing  order 
of  things?  These  are  fateful  days 
through  which  we  are  passing.  Courage 
and  vision  are  the  prime  needs  of  the 
hour.  Our  fate  and  the  fate  of  the 
Church  are  bound  up  with  the  action  we 
take  or  abstain  from  taking  at  this 
juncture.  The  pity  is  that  so  few  of  us 
try  to  give  a  moment's  thought  to  the 
great  transformation  going  on  before  our 
very  eyes!  We  are  all  so  busy  with  our 
petty  affairs  and  parochial  interests,  that 
things  of  paramount  importance  are  apt 
to  fall  into  the  background.  It  is  the 
function  of  The  Week  to  bring  these 
things  into  the  foreground,  to  force  them 
upon  the  attention  of  the  community. 
Yes,  even  at  the  risk  of  being  written 
down  as  a  nuisance! — (The  Week). 


SISTERS  MARK  ANNIVERSARY 
BY  NEW  FOUNDATIONS 

To  mark  the  tenth  anniversary  of 
their  taking  up  missionary  work  in 
China,  whither  their  first  sisters  went 
in  1919,  the  Missionary  Sisters  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  of  Montreal, 
Canada,  are  founding  three  new  missions 
in  the  Vicariate  Apostolic  of  Canton. 
Seven  sisters  sailed  from  Vancouver  on 
October  6th  to  form  part  of  the  personnel 
of  the  new  foundations. 

The  sisters  are  best  known  through 
their  work  in  the  leper  colony  of  Shek- 
lung,  which  takes  care  of  1,200  poor 
lepers.  Their  activities  include  prac- 
tically all  of  the  spiritual  and  corporal 
works  of  mercy  and  the  formation  of 
native  sisters.    In  their  Canton  convent 
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they  have  fifty-six  Chinese  nuns  under 
training  for  catechetical  and  social 
welfare  work. 


CANADA  EXPANDS  ITS  MIS- 
SIONARY ACTIVITY 

Recent  news  items  show  anew  the 
growing  participation  of  Catholic 
Canada  in  the  work  of  the  missions. 

The  Canadian  province  of  the  Brothers 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  (Saint  Hyacinthe, 
Quebec),  who  earlier  in  the  year  sent 
three  of  their  members  to  Tananrive, 
Madagascar,  have  accepted  work  in 
Anglo-Egyptian  Sudan,  on  the  invitation 
of  the  Sons  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  who 
administer  the  Karthoum  Vicariate. 
Four  Brothers  are  leaving  in  October  for 
this  distant  field  to  settle  in  either 
Karthoum  or  Wau. 

The  flourishing  mission  of  Basutoland' 
South  Africa,  numbering  already  more 
than  50,000  converts,  under  the  care  of 
the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate,  will 
henceforth  be  staffed  by  the  Canadian 
province  of  this  missionary  congregation. 
The  present  personnel  which  already 
includes  six  Canadian  priests  and  two 
sisters  will  gradually  be  replaced  by 
Canadians.  The  Very  Rev.  G.  E. 
Villeneuve,  O.M.I.,  Provincial  of  Canada 
has  been  appointed  canonical  visitor  of 
the  Basutoland  Mission. 

The  territory  in  Manchuria,  entrusted 
to  the  Foreign  Mission  Seminary  of 
Quebec,  was  recently  raised  to  the  status 
of  a  Prefecture  Apostolic  to  be  known 
as  the  Prefecture  of  Szepingkai. 

Five  priests  of  the  St.  Francis  Xavier 
Seminary,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.,  are  this 
Society's  gift  to  its  Chuchow  mission  in 
China,  leaving  this  fall  for  their  field  of 
labour.  Two  Grey  Sisters  of  the  Imma- 
culate Conception  will  also  go  to  China 
this  year  to  work  under  the  Scarboro 
missionaries. 


CANADIAN  FRANCISCAN  UNDER- 
TAKES NEW  WORK  IN  CHINA 

The  Rev.  Bonaventure  Peloquin, 
O.F.M.,  who  went  to  China  in  1915, 
was  called  back  to  Canada  in  1919 
to  enlist  the  vast  apostolic  resources 
of  Catholic  Canada  on  behalf  of  the 
missions.  He  became  the  indefatigable 
propagandist  and  publicist  of  missionary 
Canada,  lecturing  everywhere  about  the 
missionary  duty  and  the  opportunities 
offered  to  Catholic  Canada,  so  rich  in 
religious  vocations,  in  extending  the 
Kingdom  of  God.  It  may  be  said  that 
the  apostolic  spirit  so  evident  these  days 
i  n  his  country  is  due  in  good  measure  to 
Father  Bonaventure's  zealous  leadership. 

With  the  approval  of  the  Franciscan 
Bishops  in  China  and  the  sanction  of  the 
Holy  See,  Father  Bonaventure  is  about 
to  return  to  China  to  inaugurate  a 
project  that  has  long  been  in  his  mind, 
the  foundation  of  a  religious  institute 
of  native  catechists.  This  new  under- 
taking to  supply  a  much  needed  mis- 
sionary personnel  will  be  set  up  at 
Taiyuantu,  Shansi. 


WHITE  FATHERS  RECEIVE  MANY 
CANADIAN  NOVICES 

Destined  for  mission  work  in  Africa 
seventeen  young  men  recently  received 
the  habit  of  the  White  Fathers,  as 
novices,  at  the  seminary  of  Everell, 
Quebec. 

Among  the  seventeen  candiates  for 
this  missionary  society,  two  were  from 
the  United  States:  Henri  de  Jordy,  of 
Manchester,  N.H.,  and  Otis  Labrake,  of 
Massena,  N.Y. 

The  recent  establishment  of  a  house 
of  the  White  Fathers  in  Cleveland,  Ohio, 
for  the  purpose  of  recruiting  vocations 
in  the  U.S.A.,  should  before  long  give 
this  splendid  international  missionary 
body,  with  flourishing  provinces  in 
France,  Germany,  Belgium,  Holland, 
England,  Canada,  a  goodly  representa- 
tion of  American  missionaries. 


NOTES  AND  COMMENTS 

{Continued  from  page  4) 
in  the  Hippodrome  at  the  close 
of   the   annual   Catholic  Mis- 
sionary Demonstration. 

"  That  may  sound  to  be  a  con- 
tradiction," added  HisGrace,  "but 
you  will  always  find  that  when 
you  devote  yourself  unstintingly 
to  God's  work,  God  blesses  you. 
It  comes  back  to  you  in  many 
forms  which  you  would  never 
suspect." 

The  Place  of  a  Review 

We  need  feel  no  longer  the 
awed  surprise  with  which  Car- 
lyle  once  discovered  that  "at 
the  last  Leipzig  Fair  there  was 
advertised  a  Review  of  Re- 
views." Nor  have  Carlyle's 
fears  expressed  in  his  grim 
prophecy  been  realized  that  "by 
and  by  it  will  be  found  that  all 
literature  has  become  one 
boundless  self-devouring  Re- 
view." The  Review  and  the 
Magazine  have  secured  a  distinct 
and  definite  place  in  the  economy 
of  modern  education.  To  the 
modern  man  in  a  hurry,  the 
Review  is  a  short  cut  to  kvoivl- 
edge.  It  stands  half  way  between 
the  daily  newspaper  and  the  book. 
Neither  so  ephemeral  or  fugitive 
in  interest  as  the  former,  nor  so 
formal  or  elaborate  in  character 


as  the  latter,  it  yet  partakes  of 
the  nature  of  both,  being  at  once 
topical  in  interest  as  the  daily 
paper  and  forming  a  rationale  of 
current  problems,  which  is  com- 
monly associated  with  more 
finished  productions.  Thus  the 
modern  review  is  a  fair  index  of 
the  enlightened  opinion  of  a 
county  on  contemporary  prob- 
lems.— The  Week,  Oct.  3,  1929. 

Genuine  Fundamentalism 

Foreign  mission  work  is  some- 
thing fundamental,  something 
inherent  in  the  nature  of  the 
Church;  something  from  which 
no  one  can  claim  exemption. 
It  does  not  take  its  origin  in  the 
writings  of  any  saint.  It  is  not 
the  product  of  any  one  school  of 
spirituality.  It  has  not  sprung 
up  in  recent  times  nor  does  it 
confine  its  appeal  to  any  one 
generation,  nation,  rank  or  tem- 
perament. It  does  not  select 
any  one  mystery  of  Our  Lord's 
life,  or  any  one  privilege  of  His 
Blessed  Mother,  for  honour. 
But  it  honours  the  Child  and 
His  Mother  in  all  their  pre- 
rogatives and  seeks  to  advance 
all  their  interests.  It  includes 
every  devotion  and  promotes  all 
virtues.  It  is  the  Church  mili- 
tant in  action,  seeking  to  fulfill 
the  single  purpose  of  its  exis- 
tence— the  salvation  of  souls — 
among  the  men  who,  of  all  the 
living  race,  are  a  majority  and 
are  at  the  same  time  in  the 
greatest  spiritual  destitution. 

Not  only  does  foreign  mission 
work  outrank  all  optional  devo- 
tions, beautiful  though  they  may 
be,  but  it  surpasses  all  other 
forms  of  charity.  If  Papal  pro- 
nouncements mean  anything, 
we  are  to  esteem  work  for  the 
foreign  missions  more  highly 
than  work  for  Catholic  school, 
orphanage,  hospital  or  social 
service  center." — The  Far  East. 
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LET  US  PRAY 

Prayer  is  an  easy  and  efficacious  way 
of  acquitting  oneself  of  the  missionary 
obligation  which  is  incumbent  on  all 
Catholics.  Is  not  prayer,  for  each  and 
every  one  of  us,  that  "will  of  the  lips" 
which  moves  the  omnipotent  will  of 
God?  With  it  we  have  the  greatest  help 
that  one  could  bring  to  the  great  work 
of  the  salvation  of  souls.  Let  us  pray 
.  .  .  and  souls  will  be  saved  for  all 
eternity.  Let  us  pray  .  .  .  and  the 
boundaries  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  will 
be  extended  on  earth.  Let  us  pray  .  .  . 
and  the  militant  church  will  triumph 
against  all  the  interlocked  powers  of  evil 
ranged  against  her.  Let  us  pray  .  .  . 
and  the  wilderness  of  our  great  home 
mission-field  will  blossom  and  the  seeds 
of  our  Divine  Faith  will  spring  again 
into  life  and  bring  forth  fruit  in  thou- 
sands and  thousands  of  souls  who  now 
seem  lost  to  God  and  His  Church. 
Let  us  pray  .  .  .  and  our  missionaries 
who,  going  into  the  field  have  wept, 
casting  their  seed,  now  will  come  with 
joyfulness,  carrying  their  sheaves.  Ps. 
125-6.  Let  us  pray  .  .  .  and  the  sacri- 
fices of  our  sisters  in  the  hospitals,  in  the 
schools,  in  the  orphanages  and  in  the 
homes  for  the  poor  and  the  old,  will  not 
be  in  vain. 

Prayer  .  .  .  Prayer  .  .  .  No  greater, 
no  better  way  to  be  a  missionary  in  the 
Church  of  God.  So  every  morning, 
during  the  day,  at  night,  let  our  prayers 
go  forth  to  God,  to  His  Blessed  Mother 
and  to  the  saints  for  the  missions  of 
Mother  Church. 

LET  US  PRAY 

G.  D. 


ROME  TREATY  AIDED  BY  PRAY- 
ERS AFTER  MASS 


Statement  by  the  Bishop  of 
Southwark 


Some  years  ago,  declared  Bishop 
Amigo,  of  Southwark,  on  Sunday,  the 
Pope  had  told  him  that  the  Hail  Marys 
said  at  the  end  of  Mass  were  ordered 
to  be  said  to  bring  God's  blessing  on 
the  Holy  Father  and  to  end  the  Roman 
Question. 


His  Lordship  was  preaching  at  the 
evening  service  at  St.  Edmund's,  Beck- 
enham,  and  made  a  reference  to  that 
"wonderful  treaty  and  concordat"  re- 
cently signed  by  the  Holy  Father. 

The  result  of  those  long  years  of 
Italian  usurpation  of  the  Papal  States 
was  that  the  See  of  Rome  was  all  the 
more  appreciated,  Bishop  Amigo  stated. 
Although  in  the  past  history  of  the 
Church  there  had  been  schisms  here  and 
there,  since  the  Pope  had  been  a  prisoner 
of  the  Vatican  there  had  been  wonderful 
union. — (Universe). 


SPIRITUAL  RESERVES 

No  one  can  overestimate  the  value 
of  a  contemplative  order  in  its  relation 
with  the  mission  field.  It  stands  out  as 
a  great  spiritual  reserve  on  which  the 
missionaries  and  the  Catholic  people 
can  draw.  The  silent  prayers  of  our 
contemplatives  are  like  the  accumulated 
rain  and  snow  on  the  mountain.  When 
the  land  is  scorched  by  the  burning  sun, 
and  the  period  of  a  protracted  drought 
sets  in,  the  sluice  gates  are  opened  and 
irrigation  brings  to  the  parched  vegeta- 
tion freshness  and  life. 

The  missionaries  know  what  spiritual 
drought  means  to  their  scattered  flock. 
For  days,  months,  and  perhaps  years,  the 
scorching  sun  of  religious  indifference 
has  shrivelled  up  the  spiritual  life  of 
many  souls.  Their  only  hope  is  to  "lift 
up  their  eyes  to  the  mountains,  from 
whence  help  shall  come  to  them."  (Ps. 


A  PAGE  FROM  A  LECTURER'S 
DIARY 

{Continued  from  page  10) 
been  blessed  by  the  Holy  Host,  who 
never  heard  "Oh  Salutaris  Hostia  .  .  ." 
and  all  that  because  I  and  the  like  of  me, 
still  went  to  see  picture  shows  that  would 
have  better  been  left  unseen,  and  read 
books  that  were  better  left  unread. 

"Behold  the  Heart  that  has  loved 
men  so  much."  At  that  moment  once 
more  I  wondered  at  the  ingratitude  of 
mankind,  my  own  in  particular.  The 
old  sweet  voice  reached  me  again :  "You 
just  tell  'em  Madam,  just  tell  'em,  and 
they  will  surely  do  the  rest." 

So  I  have  told. 

The  old  lady's  name  is  Mrs.  Turcotte. 
The  place  is  Weston,  Saskatchewan, 
Canada.    The  story  is  true. 

Baroness  C.  De  Hueck, 
1191  Hope  Avenue, 

Montreal,  Canada. 


120.)  These  heights  from  which  will 
flow  the  refreshing  waters  of  grace  are 
the  convents  of  our  contemplative 
sisters.  What  a  strength  for  a  mission- 
ary diocese  to  possess  one  of  these 
sanctuaries  of  prayer! 

G.  D. 


"MEA  CULPA" 

Be  pitiful,  my  God! 

No  hard-won  gifts  I  bring — 
But  empty,  pleading  hands 

To  Thee  at  evening. 

Spring   came,    white-browed  and 
young, 

I,  too,  was  young  with  spring. 
There  was  a  blue,  blue  heaven 
Above  a  skylark's  wing. 

Youth  is  the  time  for  joy, 

I  cried,  it  is  not  meet 
To  mount  the  heights  of  toil 

With  child-soft  feet. 

When  summer  walked  the  land 
In  Passion's  red  arrayed, 

Under  green  sweeping  boughs 
My  couch  I  made. 

The  noon-tide  heat  was  sore, 
I  slept  the  summer  through; 

An  angel  waked  me — "Thou 
Hast  work  to  do." 

I  rose  and  saw  the  sheaves 

Upstanding  in  a  row; 
The  reapers  sang  Thy  praise 

While  passing  to  and  fro'. 

My  hands  were  soft  with  ease, 
Long  were  the  autumn  hours; 

I  left  the  ripened  sheaves 
For  poppy-flowers. 

But,  lo!  now  winter  glooms, 

And  gray  is  in  my  hair, 
Whither  has  flown  the  world 

I  found  so  fair? 

My  patient  God,  forgive! 

Praying  Thy  pardon  sweet 
I  lay  a  lonely  heart 

Before  Thy  feet. 


GOD  DEIGNS  TO  ASK  OUR  HELP— LET  US  NOT  REFUSE  HIM 
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the  Master  calleth 
"for  thee  . 


ml****— ~- 


VOCATIONS 


WHAT  ONE  BOY  CAN  DO 
Pagan  Boy  Converting  Village  to  Faith 


Sole  Catechist:  Natives  Build  Chapel 
Ask  for  Priest 

(By  Fides  News  Service) 
Lome  (Togo,  French  West 
Africa). — A  pagan  boy  is  single- 
handed  leading  an  entire  pagan 
village  in  this  district  to  the 
Faith. 

He  was  recently  studying  at 
the  mission  school  here  and  on 
returning  home  he  began  cate- 
chism classes  for  the  others. 

Now  the  villagers  have  built  a 
chapel  and  have  come  here, 
headed  by  their  chief,  to  ask  a 
priest  of  the  Bishop,  Mgr.  Jean 
Marie  Cessou,  of  the  African 
Missions  of  Lyons. 

A  priest  has  been  sent  on  a 
visit,  but  no  one  but  the  pagan 
boy  can  be  found  as  yet  for 
catechism,  all  the  teachers  which 
the  mission  can  afford  being 
assigned  to  other  posts  with 
prior  rights. 

The  situation  is  indicative  of 
the  generally  favourable  move- 
ment towards  theChurch  inTogo. 

"HE  DIED  FOR  ME" 

I  wonder  if  our  Lord's  death 
is  not  His  greatest  miracle?  To 
me  it  is  the  greatest  proof  that 
He  is  God.  I  do  not  wish  to 
see  Him  on  the  heights  of 
Thabor  or  ascending  from  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  or  unfolding 
the  cere-clothes  and  breaking 


through  the  tomb.  I  do  not  want 
these  proofs.  To  me,  sinner 
that  I  am,  the  greatest  proof 
that  He  is  God,  is  that  He  died 
for  me. — Father  McNabb,  O.P. 


THE  DREAM  OF  A  YOUNG 
MISSIONARY 

(For  the  Feast  of  St.  Francis  Xavier) 
A  little  isle  lashed  by  the  leaping  waves, 
A  hut,  a  bed  on  which  he  lays  him  down 
In  writhing  pain — 'tis  Xavier,  restless 
still 

To  spread  God's  soul-dominion  far  and 
wide. 

And   now, — his  dimming  eyes  strain 

yearningly — 
There's  one  more  land  to  conquer:  this 

one,  too, 

In  veriest  need  keeps  beckoning,  beckon- 
ing; yet 

The  feet  so  tireless  run  their  course  no 
more; 

The  hands,  so  often  raised  in  benedic- 
tion, fall; 
The  eyes  refuse  their  light! 

So  Xavier  died — his  last  dream  un- 
fulfilled! 

Far  down  the  centuries  comes  the  call — 
to  me! 

A  little  section  of  that  beckoning  land 
I,  too,  can  place  in  conquest  at  Christ's 
feet — 

My  Captain's  —  Dreaming?  Aye, 
All  through  the  years  I've  yearned  to 

bring  my  gift, 
My  one  sole  gift,  to  God.    But,  shall  I? 
Xavier,  across  the  centuries'  span,  I  call 

to  you, 

Strong  priest  with  seraph's  heart!  I'm 

frail,  so  frail, 
And  weak.   Yet,  make  my  dream  come 

true! 

Give  me  your  zeal  for  souls,  your  faith, 

your  love, 
That  I  may  do  a  little  of  your  work 
Before  I  die! 

— Angeline  Hughes, 
Holy  Angels'  Institute,  Fort  L.ee,  N.J. 
"The  Shield." 


BEFORE  IT  IS  TOO  LATE 

Of  all  the  saddening  sights  to 
behold  on  our  Western  prairie 
there  is  none,  we  believe,  more 
painful  than  that  of  an  aban- 
doned crop.  There  they  lie  on 
the  field,  the  sheaves  freighted 
with  grain,  overtaken  by  an 
early  frost  or  continuous  rain! 
All  the  hopes  of  the  last  spring 
and  promises  of  the  early  sum- 
mer are  shattered. 

Sad  picture  of  the  great  har- 
vest of  souls  waiting  for  the 
belated  reapers!  If  help  is  not 
forthcoming  now  to  our  Home 
Mission  Field,  how  many  who  by 
the  right  of  their  Baptism  be- 
long to  the  "household  of  the 
Faith"  will  be  irrevocably  lost 
to  the  Church? 

The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  was  specifically  founded 
to  salvage  those  abandoned 
souls.  We  need  now  more  than 
ever  many  generous  vocations  to 
extend  our  work.  Catholic 
nurses,  teachers,  catechists, 
social  workers,  what  a  great 
field  of  action  is  awaiting  you 
if  you  wish  to  do  great  things 
for  our  Blessed  Lord  and  His 
Church — perhaps  the  salvation 
of  many  souls  depends  on  your 
decision.  Will  you  come  now 
.  .  .  before  it  is  too  late? 

Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto. 

Correspondence  is  invited. 


THE  MASTER  NOW  CALLETH  FOR  THEE 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


15 


er  uour  stiver  for  souls 


j  OUR  BENEFACTORS  J 


A  beautiful  custom  in  many 
Catholic  countries  is  to  place 
a  candle  in  the  window  on 
Christmas  night.  This  is  like 
a  standing  invitation  to  Mary 
and  Joseph  "for  whom  there 
was  no  place  in  the  inns  of 
Bethlehem."  Is  not  our  con- 
tribution to  the  missions  like 
that  burning  candle  inviting 
Jesus  to  find  shelter  in  souls 
that  have  not  known  or  have 
forgotten  Him?  Have  you,  on 
Christmas,  placed  your  candle 
in  the  window? 


The  Widow's  Mite 
The  Master  told  us  that  we 
would  always  have  the  poor 
with  us.  And  happily  so,  for 
the  poor  are  the  greatest  helpers 
in  the  work  of  missions.  An 
altogether  disproportionate 
amount  is  given  by  people  of 
moderate  means  in  comparison 
with  what  is  given  by  the 
wealthy.  This  does  not  mean 
that  they  give  more  than  they 
should  but  that  rather  they 
come  nearer  to  giving  a  just 
proportion. 


New  York  Gives  Large  Amount 
to  General  Fund 
The  thrill  or  exhilaration  of 
receiving   money  for  the  mis- 
sions (up-to-the-minute  journal- 


ists would  probably  call  it  the 
"kick")  is  exceeded  by  the 
pleasure  of  sending  it  on  to  its 
destination  where  it  will  be 
transformed  into  the  spiritual 
and  corporal  works  of  mercy. 

Such  must  have  been  the 
feeling  of  the  New  York  Propa- 
gation Director,  the  Rev. Thomas 
J.  McDonnell,  in  making  out 
and  signing  a  check  for  $176,- 
316.36,  representing  the  1928 
contribution  to  the  General 
Fund  from  the  archdiocese  of 
New  York.  In  addition  to  this 
impressive  amount,  $48,123.43, 
representing  its  share  of  the 
membership  contributions,  was 
sent  to  the  American  Board  of 
Catholic  Missions  to  be  appor- 
tioned by  it  among  the  home 
missions,  and  $360,006.04  were 
disbursed  during  the  year  in 
designated  gifts  to  home  and 
foreign  missions.  The  total  of 
mission  contributions  that  passed 
through  the  New  York  diocesan 
office  amounted  to  $584,445.82. 

The  missions  will  feel  more 
than  ever  obliged  to  their  good 
friends  in  New  York,  the  Car- 
dinal Archbishop,  Bishop  Dunn, 
who  observes  this  year  his  silver 
jubilee  as  a  Propagation  official, 
the  diocesan  and  parish  direc- 
tors, and  to  the  generous  con- 
tributors whose  alms  are  repre- 
sented in  this  fine  report. 


Generosity  That  Cheers  Mission 
Workers 

Those  working  for  the  sup- 
port of  the  missions,  whether 
by  official  appointment  or 
through  private  initiative,  find 
great  encouragement  in  wonder- 
ful examples  of  generosity  that 
come  under  their  observation. 
These  pleasant  experiences  off- 
set, to  some  extent,  the  rebuffs 
and  disappointments  encount- 
ered in  places  where  help  should 
be  extended  without  the  asking. 

A  case  in  point  is  the  gift  of 
$1,200  received  recently  from  a 
young  woman  for  the  founda- 
tion of  a  burse  to  educate  native 
students  for  the  priesthood.  The 
donor  was  found  to  be  a  servant 
girl  and  the  gift  represented 
the  better  part  of  her  savings. 


A  Question  of  Values 

I  am  twenty-five  cents, 

I  am  not  on  speaking  terms 
with  the  butcher, 

I  am  too  small  to  buy  a 
quart  of  cream, 

I  am  not  large  enough  to 
purchase  a  box  of  candy, 

I  cannot  be  exchanged  for  a 
gallon  of  gasoline, 

I  am  hardly  fit  for  a  tip.  But 
— believe  me, 

When  I  go  to  church  on 
Sunday  I  am  considered  Some 
Money. — Pacific  Mutual  News. 


"FREELY  YOU  HAVE  RECEIVED— FREELY  GIVE" 
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$500.00— Mrs.  McManmy 
300.00 — A  Friend 
250.00— A  Friend 
113.62— A  Friend 
100.00— Donald  Campbell 
100.00— Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  G.  Hearn 
75.00 — St.  Patrick's   Mission  Circle, 

Sherbrooke 
50.00— Mrs.  J.  Millar 

Hon.  Chas.  McCrea 
J.  M.  McCarthy 
Dr.  James  McKenty 
25.00— Rt.  Rev.  J.  F.  McNally 

Rev.  A.  McBriarty,  CSS.R. 
Mrs.  F.  MacDonald 
Mrs.  M.  B.  McClure 
Mrs.  J.  Dwane 
Mr.  J.  M.  Dooley 
Chas.  J.  Gilhooly 
Little    Flower   Sodality,  St. 
Patrick's,  Quebec 
24.20— Jere  A.  Sullivan 
23.50— Mrs.  Rose  M.  Sehl 
20.00— Rev.  P.  J.  Bench 

Rev.  P.  J.  Nicholson 
10.00— Rt.  Rev.  A.  Deschamps 
Rt.  Rev.  C.  Lamarche 
Rev.  T.  F.  Toomey 
Rev.  A.  L.  Mclntyre 
Rev.  A.  O'Leary 
Rev.   Mother  St.  Martin  of 

Tours,  C.N.D. 
Mrs.  Sara  Sheehan 
A  Friend 

Mrs.  B.  Langmuir 
Mr.  T.  A.  Clement 
W.  L.  Scott,  K.C. 
Mr.  L.  Murray 
Miss  Ina  Larkin 
Mr.  P.  Parker 
Rev.  P.  P.  Walsh 


IBonattonsi 


$10.00— Rev.  S.  A.  Schmitt 

Rev.  M.J.  O'Brien 

Misses  McCormack 

Rev.  E.  Walsh,  CSS.R. 
6.00— Mrs.  J.  E.  Overs 
5.15 — Rev.  Sister  Mary  Margaret, 
C.N.D. 

Mrs.  F.  M.  Blanchfield 

Mrs.  A.  F.  McCauley 
5.00— Miss  E.  Kavanagh 

Rev.  L.  Minehan 

Mrs.  Herriott 

Mr.  J.  E.  Quinn 

M.  J.  Cassidy 

Miss  K.  Regan 

Mr.  J.  Cloran 
5.00— St.  Paul's  Hospital 

J.  A.  Rolland 

Miss  F.  Mullins 

Mrs.  Johnson 

Martin  Overmeyer 

Mary  A.  Heydon 

Mrs.  E.  Montague 

Miss  M.  Fitzpatrick 

Misses  Scott 

Mrs.  A.  Breau 

Ben  Tighe 

Miss  M.  Layde 

J.  T.  Power 

Mr.  Paradis 

Miss  K.  Brunning 

Mrs.  J.  Coffey 

Miss  M.  F.  Evans 

Miss  F.  Scott 

Mrs.  Lamb 

J.  McYay 

Miss  Y.  M.  Knight 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  S.  Smith 
4.00 — Mrs.  Jas.  Hague 
3.00— Miss  S.  Martin 

A  Friend 


$2.50 — A  Friend 
2.00— Miss  I.  Stafford 

Miss  M.  Donovan 

Mr.  R.  Hickey 

Mrs.  Quinand 

Geo.  F.  Mason 

Mr.  P.  Griffith 

Rev.  M.  L.  Curtin 

Miss  S.  McGowan 
1.00— Rev.  Father  McRea 

Rev.  Celestine  Joseph,  O.M.I. 

Miss  R.  Geraghty 

Miss  A.  King 

Rev.  Father  Pennylegion 

A  Friend 

A.  McQuilken 

Mrs.  Fitzgerald 

Mrs.  Aitken 

Margaret  Brankin 

Mary  Connolly 

Elizabeth  McGuire 

Rev.  Wm.  L.  Heymen 

Honorary  Members 

$100.00— Rev.  Rev.  M.  F.  Fallon 
10.00— Mrs.  J.  Byrne 
Mr.  Lovering 
Miss  E.  Guinea 

Dime  Collectors 

S4.00— C.W.L.  Hostel  Girls 
3.00 — Miss  Joyce  Foley 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Landers 

Elizabeth  L.  Broliman 
2.00 — Miss  Sarah  Martin 
1.00— Mr.  J.  Fitzgerald 

Mrs.  C.  D.  Stroh 

Miss  B.  Smyth 

Miss  A.  Morgan 


What  Can  be  Done 
Out  in  the  dry  belt  of  the 
agricultural  west  of  the  United 
States,  where  people  are  for- 
tunate if  they  get  a  good  crop 
every  seven  years — and  can 
market  it  then  at  fair  prices — 
there  is  a  small  parish  of  some 
fifty  families,  of  whom  no  more 
than  twenty-five  can  be  de- 
pended upon  for  the  support 
of  the  church.  Naturally  this 
little  community  finds  it  quite 
a  task  to  provide  for  the  upkeep 
of  its  own  parish. 

Yet,  its  last  annual  contribu- 
tion to  the  missions  amounted 
to  the  tidy  sum  of  $140.77. 


There  is  a  little  story  at  the 
root  of  this  generous  giving. 

An  account  of  the  fabulous 
sums  spent  year  in  and  year  out 
for  superfluities  and  the  com- 
paratively insignificant  amount 
contributed  for  the  welfare  of 
souls  in  mission  lands  so  im- 
pressed the  pastor  that  he 
called  his  congregation's  atten- 
tion to  these  figures  and  urged 
them  to  make  a  little  offering 
for  the  missions  as  they  came 
to  Mass  on  Sundays.  No  large 
donation  was  expected,  but  it 
was  suggested  that  something 
be  given  every  Sunday.  A  box 
was  placed  in  the  vestibule  to 


receive  these  alms.  Once  in  a 
while,  when  the  returns  would 
be  on  the  down  grade,  the  pastor 
would  remind  his  people  briefly 
of  the  silent  beggar  at  the  door. 
This  constant  giving  of  small 
amounts  yielded  the  figure  stated 
above. 

Yet,  this  does  not  tell  all  of 
the  story. 

Whereas  formerly  the  pastor 
was  not  able  to  ccllect  in  full 
his  very  modest  salary,  the 
deficiency  has  been  made  up 
by  unexpected  donations  since 
the  paiish  began  to  give  out  of 
its  poverty  for  others  poorer 
than  itself. 


DID  YOU  ANSWER  OUR  ANNUAL  APPEAL? 


Help! — $25,000  Needed  —  Help! 


AN  OUTPOST  OF  MERCY 


in 


We 
Need 
Your 
Help! 


WESTERN  CANADA 


OUR  LADY'S  HOSPITAL,  VILNA,  ALTA. 
under  the  care  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 


Will 

You 
Help 

Us? 


To  One  Who  Knows 


Only  a  mother  can  understand  another  mother. 

Canadian  Catholic  mothers,  there  are  in  our  great  mission- 
field  of  Western  Canada  many  mothers  who  for  want  of 
proper  medical  care  pay  for  the  life  they  give  to  their  off- 
spring, the  penalty  of  death.  These  are  to  be  found  mostly 
in  these  out-lying  districts  where  our  immigrants  have  gone 
to  carve  out  of  the  vast  stretches  of  our  great  west  home- 
steads for  themselves  and  future  generations.  There,  very 
often,  a  doctor  is  not  to  be  found  within  a  radius  of  fifty  and  a 
hundred  miles. 

The  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  have  a  small  cottage- 
hospital  in  one  of  those  out-of-the-way  places  to  help  the 
sturdy  homesteader  and  his  family.  Dedicated  to  the 
Mother  of  Christ,  it  is  known  as  "Our  Lady's  Hospital." 
But  to  bring  this  undertaking  to  fruition  and  to  carry  on 
their  noble  and  self-sacrificing  endeavour  of  mercy  the  Sisters 
need  your  kind  and  generous  help. 


Mothers — you  who  have  an  understanding  heart,  you 
who  visualize  better  than  anyone  what  our  small  hospitals 
mean  to  mothers  less  fortunate  than  yourselves — you  cannot 
turn  a  deaf  ear  to  this  appeal.  It  is  the  cry  of  one  mother  to 
another  mother. 

In  the  name  of  God  Who  shares  with  a  mother  something 
of  His  creative  power;  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  Who  knew 
the  tender  love  and  sweet  care  of  an  Immaculate  Mother;  in 
the  name  of  the  Church  and  the  country  for  whom  a  true 
Christian  mother  always  remains  a  tower  of  strength;  in  the 
name  of  our  poor  mothers  who  often  on  our  western  prairies 
face  death  when  giving  life;  in  the  name  of  their  little  babies 
to  whom  a  Catholic  hospital  always  assures  the  saving 
waters  of  Holy  Baptism — we  ask  you  for  this  help.  You 
cannot  refuse  it,  no  matter  how  small  that  may  be — No, 
YO  U  cannot! 

An  answer  to  this  appeal  will  bring  to  you,  Christian 
mother,  that  sweet  and  lasting  pleasure  that  surely  comes  to 
a  mother's  heart  when  "MOTHER  HELPS  MOTHER." 


Christian  Mothers,  let  your  heart  go  out  to  our  poor  mothers  on  the  Western  Prairies! 


"J  have  come  to  serve" 


t£ter#  of  s>erbtce 


/fffHE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
tIL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 

settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


The 
Sisters 

of 
Service 
Need 
Canada 


Halifax,  N.S  

Quebec,  Que  

Montreal,  Que 

Toronto,  Ont  

Winnipeg,  Man 
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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  To- 
ronto, it  is  not  in  any  sense  for 
Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the  whole 
Dominion.  One  needs  but  two 
qualities,  love  of  God  and  love  of 
Canada,  to  become  interested  in  the 
the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.  .  .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope." 

Timothy  Casey, 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

O.  E.  Mathieu, 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

H  ENRY  O'LeARY, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


"/  have  come  to  serve" 
success  of 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them   at   their  work  as   soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 
I  congratulate  the  League  on  the 
nation-wide  benefit  it  has  brought 
to  the  Church  by  financing  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  This  is  an  effort 
to  assist  Catholic  immigrants  in  their 
spiritual  needs  to  make  them  feelthat 
the  Church  in  Canada  welcomes  them,  and  to  aid 
them  in  their  efforts  to  become  Canadian  citizens." 
— Archbishop  McNeil,  in  the  Canadian  League, 
January,  1927 . 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  theirworkamongstimmigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts,  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work.— E.  W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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ON  December  6th,  the  Holy  Father  received 
at  a  special  Jubilee  audience,  the  Procur- 
ators of  all  the  orders  who  carry  on  mission- 
ary work  under  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Prop- 
aganda. In  his  address,  the  Holy  Father  expressed 
his  views  on  points  of  vital  interest  for  the  well 
being  of  the  missions. 

His  first  and  most  important  recommendation, 
was  that  the  missions  should  in  no  way  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  nationalism,  but  should  confine 
their  entire  attention  to  Catholicism,  to  the  care 
of  souls.  Nationalism,  he  continued,  has  ever  been 
a  scourge  for  the  missions.  In  fact,  without  exag- 
geration it  could  be  called  a  curse.  In  all  mis- 
sions, or  for  that  matter  in  any  field  of  the  Church, 
from  the  most  humble  priest,  to  the  Pope  himself, 
nationalism,  even  if  it  seemed  to  produce  advant- 
ages, in  the  long  run  has  always  resulted  in  loss. 

Never  has  nationalism — that  ever  renascent 
curse  of  Catholicism  been  more  openly  and  more 
strongly  condemned  as  by  the  present  Pope  in 
several  of  his  official  pronouncements.  Rising 
above  these  national  ambitions  which  have  so 
often  through  history  tried  to  use  the  Church 
for  nationalistic  ends,  the  White  Shepherd  of  the 
Vatican,  from  the  very  day  of  his  elevation  to  the 
Supreme  Pontificate,  has  condemned  in  the  strong- 
est terms  possible  this  tendency  to  make  Catholic- 
ism subservient  to  nationalism,  particularly  in  the 
Mission  Field.  This  danger  often  comes  from  the 
fact  that  Governments  themselves,  although  at 
times  most  hostile  to  the  Church  at  home,  strive  to 
use  her  missionaries  as  the  most  effective  heralds 
and  upholders  of  the  flag  in  their  colonies  and 
protectorates.  "While  France  was  persecuting  the 

THERE  ARE  NO  "FOREIGNERS" 


religious  orders,  was  she  not  fighting  to  keep  her 
claims  on  the  protectorate  of  the  Catholic  Mis- 
sions in  the  Orient  ?  Protection  is  given,  but  often 
at  the  price  of  apostolic  freedom  of  action. 

The  missionaries  themselves,  if  they  are  not 
careful  to  dissociate  their  supernatural  vocation 
from  every  wordly  consideration,  will  favor  na- 
tional movements  which  eventually  prove  detri- 
mental to  their  apostolate.  This  they  do  under  the 
pressing  urge  of  a  more  or  less  conscious  racial 
impulse.  Love  of  country,  of  its  institutions,  of  its 
language  is  too  often  we  know,  an  in-born  feeling, 
an  instinctive  emotion,  rather  than  a  reasoned 
judgment.  One  is  naturally  inclined  to  view  life, 
society,  custom,  exclusively  in  the  same  light  he 
has  viewed  them  from  childhood.  Our  opinions, 
our  outlook,  our  policies  appear  to  be  the  only 
ones.  This  racial  temperament  is  so  strong  that 
the  evils  of  nationalism  are  always  potentially 
present  within  the  ranks  of  the  Church.  Like  a 
sleeping  volcano  its  fires  are  awakened  when  least 
expected. 

The  true  apostle  of  Christ  must  rise  above  these 
natural  tendencies,  dissociate  himself  from  the 
narrowing  influences  of  an  ill-conceived  national- 
ism if  he  is  to  be  worthy  of  his  calling  and  do  ef- 
fective work  for  the  salvation  of  souls.  Like  Mel- 
chisidech,  he  is  "without  father,  without  mother, 
without  genealogy,"  without  national  affiliations. 
All  souls — no  matter  what  language  they  speak, 
or  to  what  race  they  belong,  should  be  dear  to 
him  like  they  were  dear  to  the  Master,  his  Divine 
Model. 

G.  Daly, 

C.SS.R. 

IN  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD. 
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NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

Easter  Tidings. 

The  bells  of  Easter  are  ring- 
ing! The  air  pulsates  with  joy. 
Triumphant  and  exultant  the 
whole  Christian  world  stands  by 
the  empty  tomb  of  the  Saviour  of 
Mankind.  "He  is  risen  from  the 
dead,  as  He  promised.  .  .Alleluia  ! 

To  our  friends  and  readers  we 
wish  that  "peace"  that  our  Risen 
Lord  brought  to  the  World,  and 
that  He  alone  can  give.  And 
after  all,  peace  —  is  not 
that  the  eternal  quest  of 
the  human  heart?  The  surest 
way  to  find  the  peace  of 
Christ  is  to  establish  in  our 
heart  and  to  help  to  extend 
throughout  the  world  the  "King- 
dom of  Christ"  "Pax  Christi  in 
regno  Christi" — 

Congratulations ! 

To  the  Most  Reverend  James 
McGuigan,  Archbishop-elect  of 
Regina,  to  the  Right  Reverend 
Gerald  Murray  C.SS.R.  Bishop- 
elect  of  Victoria,  to  the  Right 
Reverend  Dennis  O'Connor,  Bish- 
op-elect of  Peterborough  we  of- 
fer our  most  sincere  and  heart- 
felt congratulations.  The  Church 
in  Canada  rejoices  in  the  appoint- 
ment of  these  three  new  Shep- 
herds of  Christ's  flock  in  our 
Country.  Ad  multos  et  faustis- 
simos  annos ! 

The  Missionary  Apostolate. 

We  can  never  reiterate  with 
enough  emphasis  the  principles 
laid  down  by  Benedicl  XV.  in 
his  wonderful  encylical  "Max- 
imum 1 1 1  lid,"  and  repeated  by 
Pius  XI.  in  his  letter  "Rerum 
Ecclesiae."  They  will  always  re- 
main the  guiding  star  of  the 
Clergy  and  Faithful  in  all  their 
M issionary  endeavours. 

"The  Missionary  Apostolate 
SURPASSES  ALL  OTHER 
FORMS  OR  MANIFESTA- 
TION OF  CHARITY  as  the  soul 
surpasses  the  body;  heaven, 
earth;  eternity,  time.  Whosoever 
performs  this  work  of  charity  to 
the  best  of  his  ability,  shows  that 
he  appreciates  the  gift  of  faith, 
and  by  sharing  with  the  hapless 
pagan  people  that  greatest  of  all 


gifts,  and  all  the  blessings  that 
accompany  it,  he  proves  himself 
to  be  truly  grateful  for  God's 
goodness." 

Montreal  to  have  Large  Mission- 
ary Exposition. 

Canada  held  its  first  mission- 
ary exposition  in  Joliette  in  1927. 
Its  many  visitors  were  loud  in 
their  praises  of  this  object  lesson 
in  the  Catholic  missionary  apos- 
tolate and  the  wish  was  expres- 
sed that  another  exposition  might 
be  held  in  the  near  future.  This 
wish  will  be  fulfilled  this  year. 

The  Montreal  council  of  the 
Missionary  Union  of  the  Clergy, 
in  co-operation  with  the  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
and  the  Society  of  St.  Peter  the 
Apostle,  is  now  organizing  a  vast 
missionary  exposition  to  be  held 
next  July  in  Montreal.  The  col- 
laboration of  the  principal  re- 
ligious congregations  working  in 
the  missions  is  assured.  The  ex- 
position will  afford  the  finest  op- 
portunity of  visualizing  the  mag- 
nificent work  done  by  our  mis- 
sionaries, the  progress  of  the  mis- 
sions as  well  as  what  remains  to 
be  done,  and  the  various  ways  in 
which  the  clergy  and  laity  at 
home  can  co-operate  in  establish- 
ing the  Church  in  pagan  lands. 

Building  the  City  of  God. 

The  building  of  a  city  that  is 
to  be  worthy  of  the  name  has 
several  essential  requirements : 
a  first-class  architect  to  draw  up 
the  plans,  competent  contractors 
and  overseers,  faithful  workmen, 
good  material  and  the  financial 
and  moral  support  of  the  citi- 
zens. 

The  Architect  for  the  City  of 
God  is  Christ  Himself.  His  sub- 
ordinates are  the  Catholic  clergy 
and  laity.  The  plans,  of  course, 
are  perfect.  The  perfection  of  the 
structure  depends  upon  the  ap- 
plication of  God's  graces  which 
is  done  by  means  of  prayer  and 
the  sacraments.  This  is  the  prin- 
cipal work  of  the  members  of  the 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith.  The  financial  support 
is  secondary,  but  quite  necessary. 
Without  it,  missionaries  cannot 


be  trained  nor  their  work  main- 
tained. So  we  must  pray  hard 
and  contribute  according  to  our 
means. 

The  Humility  of  a  Great  Man. 

Cardinal  Merry  del  Val,  who 
died  recently,  expressed  a  wish 
for  the  humblest  burial  possible, 
but  asked  that  he  should  be  bur- 
ied close  "to  my  beloved  Father 
and  Pontiff,  Pius  X."  If  this 
were  impossible  on  account  of 
his  unworthiness,  he  wished  to  be 
buried  in  the  titular  church  of 
St.  Prassede.  By  his  will,  the 
Cardinal  left  all  his  estate  to  the 
Congregation  of  the  Propagation 
of  the  Faith  with  the  expressed 
desire  that  everything  be  devot- 
ed to  poor  missions.  What  a 
beautiful  example!  It  exempli- 
fies the  fact  that  the  truly  great 
men  of  this  world  are  the  most 
humble. 


CRUSADE  OF  PRAYER. 
With  its  headquarters  at  the 
Trappist  Monastery,  Oka,  Quebec,  a 
crusade  of  prayers  was  founded  in 
Canada  for  the  Conversion  of  China, 
Japan  and  India.  The  members  of 
this  crusade  promise  to  say,  if  they 
are  priests,  one  Mass  a  year,  or,  if 
they  are  lay  people,  to  offer  twelve 
communions  for  this  missionary  in- 
tention. 

Could  there  be  anything  easier  to 
accomplish  or  more  agreeable  to 
Our  Blessed  Saviour  and  useful  to 
His  Church? 

Already  150,000  Crusaders  are 
enlisted  in  Canada  under  this  ban- 
ner of  prayer.  What  a  wonderful 
opportunity  it  offers  to  all  to  do 
their  share  in  that  great  work 
which  Our  Holy  Father  has  seemed 
to  make  his  own  since  the  beginnfns 
of  His  glorious  Pontificate.  Speak- 
ing to  the  Founder  of  this  Crusade 
of  Prayer,  he  said:  "The  conver- 
sion of  the  Orient  is  of  capital  in- 
terest to  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
security  of  the  world.  I  have  this 
so  much  at  heart  that  on  the  15th 
of  each  month  I  will  also  celebrate 
Mass  in  union  with  all  the  members 
of  the  Crusade.  I  also  wish  to  be 
listed  first  among  your  Crusaders." 

Let  us  follow  the  example  of  Our 
Holy  Father  and  become  members 
of  the  Crusade.  It  is  sufficient  to 
send  your  name  to  the  Secretary 
at  the  "Trappist  Monastery,"  Oka. 
Quebec,  and  fulfil  each  year  your 
promise  to  say  one  Mass,  or  offer 
twelve  Communions  for  the  conver- 
sion of  the  Orient.  No  contribu- 
tion is  required.  G.  D. 


"WE  M\  E  IX  DEEDS — NOT  YEARS." 
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Rome,  30th  November,  1929. 

Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
Toronto,  Out.,  Canada. 

Very  Reverend  and  dear  Father: — 

Your  so  kind  letter  of  October  '20th. was  a 
real  pleasure  and  a  great,  consolation  for  me,  and 
also  for  His  Eminence  Cardinal  Van  Rossum.  I 
am  really  happy  that  Cur  Lord  blessed  your  work 
so  marvellously,  and  that  you  can  do  so  much 
good  for  souls.  It  is  a  work  of  great  importance, 
as  it  will  prevent  so  many  from  losing  their  faith 
and  their  customs  and  going  into  perfect 
paganism. 

His  Eminence  blesses  you.  your  work,  and  all 
your  Sisters.  We  pray  God  that  you  may  find 
always  more  help  to  bring  this  work  to  full  per- 
fection. 

"With  kindest  regards, 

Your  most  humble  servant  in  Christ, 

Jos.  Maria  Drehmanns, 
C.SS.R. 


Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Reverend  and  dear  Father, 

I  thank  you  for  having  sent  me  the  first 
number  of  your  Apostolic  Bulletin,  "The  Field 
at  Home."  A'i  the  Catholics  in  the  country  are 
applauding  the  efforts  displayed  by  your  relig- 
ious, the  Sisters  of  Service,  for  the  welfare  of 
immigrants.  I  well  remember  the  praises  they 
received  at  the  Plenary  Council  of  Quebec. 

Your  review  is  without  doubt  destined  to  en- 
gender feelings  of  generosity  and  sympathy  to- 
wards the  work  they  have  done,  and  for  the  work 
that  still  remains  for  the  Sisters  to  do. 

May  God  bless  your  work, 

Devotedly  in  Our  Lord, 

^  Georges  Courchesne, 

Bishcp  of  Rimouski. 


mm 

Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.SS.R., 
Toronto. 

Dear  Father: — 

The  Sisters  of  Service  is  certainly  a  beautiful 
work.  And  yet  I  hey  have  only  a  few  missions 
in  this  great,  country  of  ours;  but  may  they  in- 
crease, as  the  need  for  them  is  very  great. 

In  order  to  obtain  vocations,  prayer  and 
material  help,  you  have  had  this  happy  idea  of 
starting  this  most  attractive  Review,  "The  Field 
at  Home."  I  wish  it  every  success.  May  the 
blessings  of  the  Sacred  Heart  be  on  it,  and  may 
Mary  protect  it.  The  harvest  that  it  will  reap 
will  surely  be  great. 

Believe  me  always, 

Most  devotedly  in  Our  Lord, 

*  Joseph  Halle, 
Bishop  of  Pet ree, 
Vicar  Apostolic  of  Northern  Ontario. 


AVe  received  from  a  priest  the  following 
letter  :— 

Dear  Sister  Superior  : — 

I  only  wish  I  had  some  money  to  assist  you 
in  your  great  work.  When  I  read  of  the  hard- 
ships of  the  good  Sisters  out  upon  the  Prairie, 
and  the  sacrifices  they  make  to  teach  the  children 
the  truths  of  our  Holy  Faith,  I  often  feel  sick  at 
heart  when  I  realise  that  I  can  do  almost  nothing 
to  help  along  the  great  work. 

'Tis  true,  I  can  plead  for  them  at  the  altar, 
and  ask  Our  Dear  Saviour  to  give  them  moral 
courage  to  support  them  in  the  difficult  situations 
that  loom  up  so  frequently  before  them.  It  is 
strange,  dear  Sister,  in  all  great  works  of  charity, 
how  many  there  are  who  would  give  if  they 
could  give,  and  how  many  more  who  could  give 
if  they  would  give. 

I  hope  this  year  will  be  a  blessed  one  for  your 
institute,  and  that  it  will  grow  and  wax  strong 
materially  and  spiritually. 

X. 


THE  WORK  OF  THE  MISSIONS  IS  THE  MOST  IMPORTANT  AND  THE  HOLIEST  OE  ALL 
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Tomorrow  It  Will  Be  Too  Late 


Something-  over  a  century  and 
a  half  ago,  when  intrepid  pion- 
eers were  filling  up  the  open 
spaces  of  the  South  and  West 
of  what  is  now  the  United  States, 
the  hardy  sons  of  Erin  were  num- 
erous among  the  immigrants. 
Many,  perhaps  most  of  these  had 
come  from  homes  where  the  Faith 
was  a  portion  of  their  heritage, 
but  urged  on  by  economic  neces- 
sity and  hard  conditions  at  home, 
they  crossed  the  seas  to  seek  for- 
tunes for  themselves  and  their 
posterity  in  a  new  land. 

Catholics  were  scarce  in  those 
colonies,  and  after  the  setting- 
up  of  the  Republic,  their  num- 
bers were  not  greatly  augmented. 
Priests  were  even  more  scarce, 
for  it  was  almost  impossible  for 
young  men  in  America  to  re- 
ceive the  necessary  preparation 
for  the  priesthood,  and  Europe 
had  not  enough  to  spare.  Hence 
it  was  that  often  for  years  at  a 
time  little  communities  of  Ca- 
tholics were  left,  without  any 
ministrations,  and  the  result 
was  that  many  forgot  how  to 
"sing  the  Lord's  song  in  a 
strange  land."  The  preva- 
lence in  many  places  to  this 
day  of  such  Irish  names  as 
Murphy,  Burke,  Dooley,  Cal- 
lahan, and  the  like,  attests  the 
fact  that  Catholic  ancestry  is  to 
be  found  among  them.  Indeed, 
not  a  few  recall  that  their  fore- 
bears belong  to  what  they  still 
call,  with  a  trace  of  reverence, 
"the  first  Church"  even  though 
its  ways  are  now  strange  to  them, 
and  they  are  now  suspicious  both 
of  them  and  of  her.  These  bear- 
ers of  good  "Catholic"  names 
ar;  now  found  in  the  ranks  of 
non-Catholic  denominations  and 
even  in  the  rolls  of  distinctly 
anti-Catholic  societies.  Hundreds 
of  thousands  have  been  utterly 
lost  to  the  Faith,  and  the  most 
valiant  efforts  of  later  day  mis- 
sionaries can  do  but  little  to  win 
them  back. 


Canada  to-day  is  in  the  midst 
of  an  immigration  situation  very 
similar  to  this  earlier  one  in  the 
States.  Catholic  settlers  not  only 
from  English-speaking  lands,  but 
from  Southern  and  Central  Eur- 
ope are  pouring  into  our  ports 
and  beginning  their  long  journey 
to  our  great  West.  They  are  poor, 
they  must  needs  be  primarily 
concerned  with  wresting  a  live- 
lihood out  of  the  soil  on  which 
they  are  settled.  They  can  do 
but  little,  the  self-sacrificing 
priests  who  are  trying  to  cover 
vast  stretches  of  territory  in  their 
efforts  to  give  them  the  comforts 
of  their  religion.  Many  and 
many  a  community  must  be  for 
a  long  time  to  come  without  a 
resident  priest.  While  it  is  very 
true  that  no  one  can  take  the 
place  of  the  priest,  and  we  must 
have  more  priests  if  the  Church 
is  to  grow  and  prosper,  the  ex- 
perience of  many  mission  fields 
show  that  the  Faith  can  be  kept 
alive  despite  this  lack. 

Shall  these  newcomers  to  our 
Dominion  be  lost  to  the  Church 
as  were  those  in  the  United 
States  .'  Or  will  Canada  profit  by 
the  mistakes  of  her  southern 
neighbor1? 

The  institute  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  was  founded  to  answer 
this  question,  and  it  depends 
upon  just  two  factors  as  to  what 
that  answer  shall  be.  These  are, 
whether  Canada's  young  woman- 
hood will  respond  to  the  call  for 
vocations  to  this  apostolate  in 
"the  field  at  home,"  and  whether 
the  Catholics  of  the  East  will 
hold  up  the  hands  of  this  young 
community  in  its  efforts. 

If  our  people  in  the  East  could 
see  with  their  own  eyes  the  fields 
ripe  for  the  harvest,  where  the 
labourers  are  so  pitifully  few: 
if  they  could  know  the  longing 
for  the  consolations  of  religion 
among  our  new  Canadians  (con- 
solations which  we  have  just 
around  the  corner)  ;  if  they  could 
witness  the  joy  which  the  advent 
of  priest  or  sister  brings  to  these 


isolated  people,  there  would  be 
no  question  as  to  the  response. 

The  challenge  goes  forth  to 
save  Canada  to  the  Faith — and 
to  do  it  now.  "To-day  if  you  will 
hear  His  voice,  harden  not  your 
hearts."  "Now  is  the  acceptable 
time."  To-morrow  it  may  be  too 
late!  Floyd  Keeler. 


WAS  IT  A  "MODEL  WILL"? 

Due  praise  was  given  by  the 
press  recently  to  the  Will  of  a 
distinguished  Catholic  layman 
who  had  consistently  and  liber- 
ally, throughout  his  long  life, 
given  of  his  wealth  to  works  of 
charity  and  religion. 

He  wished  his  last  act,  as  it 
were. — his  Will — to  be  a  profes- 
sion of  faith  and  a  continuation 
of  his  beneficence  even  after 
death  would  have  deprived  him 
of  the  power  of  doing  good. 

The  Will  provided  for  be- 
quests, which  eventually  will 
amount  to  more  than  a  half  mil- 
lion dollars,  to  the  diocesan  sem- 
inary and  other  institutions  of 
learning,  for  a  free  bed  in  a  hos- 
pital and  for  the  St.  Vincent  de 
Paul  Conference  of  his.  parish. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  begrudge 
these  eminently  deserving  causes 
as  much  as  one  penny.  The  Will 
in  question  was  admirable  in  it- 
self and  in  comparison  with  the 
many  that  do  not.  include  the 
name  of  God  among  the  heirs. 
Yet  we  would  not  call  it  a 
"model"  Will  since  there  was  no 
thought  given  to  the  work  of  the 
Church  in  mission  fi  dds  at  home 
and  abroad. 

The  causes  benefit! od  are  all 
of  a  local  character,  hence  the 
WiLl  was  lacking  in  the  note  of 
Catholicity  that  should  character- 
ize members  of  the  universal 
Church.  By  some  strange  anom- 
aly, the  good  man's  horizon  did 
not  extend  to  the  outlying  parts 
where  missionaries  are  strug- 
gling to  spread  the  Faith  which, 
by  so  many  tokens,  was  his  dear- 
est and  most  prized  possession. 
How  can  we  account  for  this 
omission  ? 

— Catholic  News. 


IF  THOU  ART  GOOD  TO  THE  POOR  AND  NEEDY,  THOU  SHAUT  BE  GREAT  IX  THE  EYES  OF  GOD. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


EASTER ! 
"This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath 
made;  let  us  rejoice  and  be  glad 
therein."  To  each  and  every  one 
of  our  readers  the  Sisters  of  Service 
wish  the  joys  of  the  Risen  Saviour. 
May  the  great  Feast  of  the  Resur- 
rection bring  to  you  all  a  foretaste 
of  that  peace  which  is  to>  be  ours 
on©  day  in  Heaven. 

GOING  TO  THE  MOVIES. 
Not  all  religious  communities 
have  t'he  privilege  of  going  to  the 
"Movies"  in  their  own  Convent  that 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Toronto 
now  enjoy.  For  a  Christmas  gift 
we  received  a  beautiful  magic  lan- 
tern, also  a  series  of  Catechism 
slides,  these  latter  being  the  most 
generous  gift  of  Very  Reverend 
Father  Murray,  C.SS.R.  The  Sis- 
ters also  obtain  the  loan  of  slides 
from  the  Educational  Department 
of  the  Ontario  Government. 

FOR  EVER! 
This  year  promises  to>  be  a  mo- 
mentous one  for  the'  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice, for  His  Grace  the  Archbishop 
has  graciously  given  his  permission 
for  our  first  Sisters  to  make  their 
perpetual  vows.  What  does  this 
mean?  It  means  to  the  religious 
the  culmination,  as  it  were,  of  her 
heart's  desire — that  desire  to  give 


herself  for  ever  to  the 
Master.  Up  till  this  year 
the  Sisters   of  Service 
have  been  making  an- 
nual vows,  awaiting  the 
time    when    the  first 
shoufld  have  completed  six 
profession.    This  time  has 
me;  so>,  with  eagerness,  our 
store,   our   pioneer  Sisters, 
who  have  been  with-  the  Congrega- 
tion since  the  beginning,  look  for- 
ward to  pledging  their  service  to 
their  King   and   Spouse — pledging 
t  to  Him  for  ever. 

"  The  holiest  must  trembling  see 

this  day  draw  near, 
Oh!  keep  me  faithful  Lord  to  Thee, 

myself  I  fear, 
Yet  trust  and  hope  with  Mary's  aid 

onward  to  go, 
Until  in  Heaven,  all  unafraid,  Thee 

I  shall  know 
Forever." 

"COME  APART  AWHILE." 

The  first  invitation  to  make  a 
Retreat  was  given  by  Our  Blessed 
Lord  to  His  Apostles,  when  He  bade 
them  come  apart  into  a  desert  place 
and  Test  awhile.  How  eagerly  the 
tired  Apostles  accepted  this  invita- 
tion, and  we  can  easily  imagine 
with  what  loving  attention  they 
listened  to  the  Words  of  the  Master, 
and  how  they  profited  to  the  very 
fullest  extent  by  the  instructions 
given.  What  did  Our  Lord  say  to 
them?  We  do  not  know,  but  in 
the  silence  of  our  little  Convent 
chapel  during  the  blessed  days 
of  a  Retreat,  we  love  to  listen 
to  those  words  which  He  still  ad- 
dresses to  His  chosen  souls:  "Come 
apart,"  He  whispers,  "leave  the 
cares  of  everyday  life  aside;  come 
and  I  willl  speak  to  your  heart." 

For  the  Winter  Retreat  this  year 
the  Sisters  of  Service  were  very  for- 
tunate in  having  Very  Reverend 
Father  Hingston,  S.J.,  as  Retreat 


Master.  The  instructions  he  gave, 
and,  above  all,  the  meditations,  will 
remain  long  in  the  memories  of 
those  who  heard  them. 

OUR  MOTHER'S  FEAST  DAY. 

Feasts  of  Our  Heavenly  Mother 
are  always  happy  days  in  an  S.O.S. 
Convent;  and  February  2nd,  being 
the  occasion  of  a  renewal  of  vows, 
was  an  especially  joyful  one.  At 
the  Mother  House,  Reverend  Sister 
Carmel  Egan,  Sister  Ida  Pickup,  and 
Sister  Agnes  Black  had  the  happi- 
ness of  binding  themselves  to  Our 
Lord's  Service  for  another  year, 
whitle  two  postulants  received  the 
habit.  The  vows  were  received  by 
Right  Reverend  Bishop  MacDonald, 
who  gave  an  appropriate  address 
afterwards,  proposing  the  Little 
Flower  as  patroness  and  model  of 
all  S.O.S.  missionaries.  On  the 
same  day  renewal  of  vows  was  made 
by  Sister  Theresa  Ohlsholm  in  Ed- 
monton, and  Sister  Alice  Walsh  in 
Camp  Morton,  Man. 

TO  THE  EAST  AND  TO  THE 
WEST. 

The  first  of  the  year  saw  Rever- 
end Sister  General  and  Sister  Carmel 
Egan  on  their  way  to  Halifax.  A 
pleasant  week  was  spent  in  the  old 
City  by  the  Sea — a  week  which  v.-as 
appreciated  to  the  full  by  the 
Sisters  of  Halifax  Mission. 

Sister  Furman  spent  a  few  days 
at  the  Mother  House,  on  her  way 
to'  Viilna,  Alta.,  where  she  will  be 
stationed  at  Our  Lady's  Hospital. 
On  March  1st  Reverend  Sister 
Campbell  left  for  Edson,  Alta., 
where  she  will  join  the  nursing  staff 
of  St.  John's  Hospital;  and,  on 
March  27th,  Sister  Graf  left  Tor- 
onto for  Winnipeg  in  order  to  take 
up  work  at  the  Hostel.  And  so  they 
come  and  so  they  go  about 
their  Master's  business. 

M.  L.  M. 


HE  MOST  LIVES  WHO  THINKS  MOST,  FEELS  MOST, 


AND  ACTS  BEST. 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field  I 


Country"  as  we  were  that  night 
at  the  Hostel  listening  to  the  old 
familiar  songs,  and  watching  the 
dancing.  To  those  who  took  part 
in  the  concert  we  tender  our  most 
heartiest  congratulations.  It  was 
surely  something  to  be  proud  of. 


SEQUENDO  IL  SOLE 


ALONG  THE  MISSION  TRAIL. 
MONTREAL. 

The  following  is  a  six  months'  re- 
port of  the  work  done  at  the  Mont- 
real Hostel:  — 

Girls  placed  in  positions.  .  288 

Meals  served    16,489 

Beds  supplied    4,603 

Trains  met    213 

Interviews  at  station  ....  313 
Interviews  at  Hostel     ....  950 

Figures  always  speak  for  them- 
selves, and  these  give  us  a  little-  in- 
sight into  the  amount  of  work  ac- 
complished among  Catholic  immi- 
grant girls  in  a  big  city  like  Mont- 
real. 


TORONTO.    THE  HOSTEL. 

Surely  St.  Patrick  must  have 
been  pleased  with  the  way  his  feast 
was  celebrated  at  the  Catholic 
Hostel.  Gayly  dressed  colleens, 
bright  coloured  streamers,  and  the 
sweet  strains  of  the  old  Irish  songs 
filled  the  air.  To.  many  it  brought 
back  memories  of  the  "Old  Sod," 
and  tears  were  not  far  away.  On 
the  eve  of  St.  Patrick's  Day  an  Irish 
concert  was  staged  by  the  Hostel 
girls,  under  the  direction  of  Sister 
McConway.  We  have  seen  many 
Irish  concerts,  but  never  have  we 
been    carried  away    to    the  "Old 


"OUT  WHERE  THE  WEST 
BEGINS." 

Camp  Morton,  Man. 
The  young  flappers  who  used 
to  say:  "I'm  going  out,  clothes; 
if  you  want  to  come,  hang 
on"  —  would  change  their  tune 
were  they  living  here  just  now. 
But  in  spite  of  the  fact  that" 
one  has  to  wear  enough  clothes 
to  stock  a  ladies'  wear  depart- 
ment in  Marshall  Fields  (in  or- 
der to  prevent  death  by  freezing), 
being  a  habitant  of  Morton  Mission 
is  a  privilege  to  be  envied.  That 
is  the  opinion  of  the  entire  house- 
hold staff,  consisting  of  Sister  F — , 
who  is  chief  engineer,  chauffeur, 
hostler,  book-keeper  and  letter- 
writer;  Sister  O'R  ,  culinary  ex- 
pert, who  keeps  the  home  fires 
burning  while  we  are  away;  my 
humble  self,  who  gets  the  mail  and 
plays  the  gramaphone;  Ramona,  a 
fat-faced  over-bearing  cat  (Sr. 
O'R  's  pride  and  joy),  and  Elea- 
nor (vulgarly  called  "Nellie"),  who 
livesi  in  the  stable  and  takes  us  to 
school  five  days  in  the  week. 

Yes- — we  are  all  agreed  on  this 
one  point.  Outside  of  it  we  don't 
agree    on    anything,    except  that 

Sister  F  and  I  both  agree  that 

the  Department  of  Education  is  all 
wrong — but  unfortunately  lannot 
agree  what  is  wrong  with  it;  and 

Sister  O'R   cannot  quite  agree 

that  my  method  of  weaving  a  soup- 
ladle  in  the  air  and  swearing  that 
all  text-books  should  be  cast  into 
the  outer  darkness  is  the  best  way 
of  drying  the  dishes,  while  at  the 


same  time  Sister  F — — ,  absent- 
mindedly  washing  a  milk  pitcher 
for  the  third  time,  vigorously  as- 
serts that  there  are  not  nearly 
enough  text-books  published — that 
there  should  be  oceans  of  them. 
However,  we  thrive  on  these  family 
rows,  and  by  the  time  the  dishes 
are  finished  we  feel  quit  refreshed 
and  ready  for  Rodriguez's  "Treatise 
on  Humility." 

The  life  of  such  a  Mission  may 
seem  hopelessly  monotonous  to  the 
casual  debutante,  but  it  really  isn't, 
you  know.  Every  morning  there  is 
an  exciting  scramble  to  get  off  to 

school  in  time.     Sister  F  ,  all 

upset,  goes  hunting  her  elusive  mit- 
tens, while  Sister  O'R  who  is 

assisting  in  the  hunt — grumbles 
(most  graciously) :  "I  never  can  get 
any  work  done  until  you  two  get 
out  of  the  house."  Then  a  rush  to 
the  chapel  to  say  good-bye  to  the 
Lord  and  to  ask  His  blessing,  a  real 

command  to  Sister  O'R  to  pray 

for  us,  and  with  her  "Good-bye,  God 
bless  you!"  ringing  in  our  ears,  out 
we  go.  A  hasty  look  at  the  ther- 
mometer— forty  below  brr-rr — ---a 
jump  into  the  scarlet  cutter,  and 
away  with  Nellie  we  go  through  the 
gate. 

Even  the  ride  to  school  has  its 
charms.  We  note,  quite  happily, 
that  the  two  general  stores  are  still 
eyeing  each  other  across  the  snow- 
banked  road — as  they  have  been  all 
winter.  We  try  to  bow  graciously 
to  two  icicled  moustached  drivers 
of  two  frost-covered  horses,  and 
look  with  interest  at  a  passing  dog- 
sled  skimming  over  the  snow  with 
the  canvas-clothed  driver  running 
alongside.  We  pass  many  still, 
white  fields.  We  sink  into  profound 
thought  and  wonder  if  our  noses  are 
frozen  and  if  we  put  our  lunches 
into  the  sleigh. 

Just  about  this  time  Sister's 
school  comes  into  view.  In  the  yard 
a  solitary  youngster  is  struggling 
to  detach  the  flag-pole  from  the  icy 


OF  ALL  DIVINE  WORKS,  THE  MOST  DIVINE  IS  TO  CO-OPERATE  WITH  GOD  1\  SAVING  SOULS, 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


pole.  Being  patriotic  on  such  a  day 
is  a  cold  proposition. 

Waving  a  good-bye  to  the  Sister 
as  she  enters  the  gate,  we  continue 
the  journey  for  two  more  miles  and 
reach  the  next  school,  the  scene  of 
my  daily  labors. 

There  may  not  be  wealth  or 
fashion  in  this  little  world,  but 
there  is  joy  and  happiness.  As  I 
open  the  door — "Good-morning, 
Sister,"  hits  me  in  every  tone,  from 
the  shrill  treble  of  five  year-old 
Mary,  to-  the  pleasing  baritone  of 
seventeen  year-old  Metro,  and 
thirty-one  grinnning  faces  appear  to 
my  frost  -dimmed  eyes.  I  make  my 
way  to  a  corner  of  the  room  parti- 
tioned off  and  glorified  by  the  name 
of  library,  followed  by  all  the 
younger  fry,  anxiously  awaiting  the 
opening  of  my  bag  to  see  if  there 
are  any  funny  paper®.  Then  an- 
other procession  to  the  desk  Five 
year-old  Mike  is  telling  me  some- 
thing— but  so  are  fifteen 
others.  I  feel  like  the  re- 
feree in  a  baseball  fight. 
Mike,  hanging  on  the  arm 
of  the  chair,  bellows  in  my 
ear,  "Sister,  I  carried  in 
wood  for  mamma  yester- 
day." "What  do  you  want 
now,  Mike?"  I  asked  know- 
ingly. 

"Sister,  can  I  have  a  new 
Reader?"  "Maybe,  if  you're 
good  and  always  help  mam- 
ma."   "But,    Sister,    I  " 

Mike's  voice  is  drowned  by 
Anna  interposing  with,  "I 
always  help  my  mother.  I 
get  the  stick  when  she  wants 
to  beat  Jimmy,"  a  happy 
smile  on  her  sweet  little  face 
so  the  chatter  continues  until  it  is 
time  to  begin  classes. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  be  with  these 
happy-natured,  generous  -  hearted 
little  people,  whose  mothers  and 
fathers  have  come  from  far  away 
Europe,  in  search  of  peace  and 
prosperity.  They  are  worthy  of 
every  effort  on  our  part  to  help 
them  become  good  Catholic  Cana- 
dians.. This  is  why  we  are  at  Mor- 
ton, and  why  we  are  happy  to  be 
here. 

SISTER  ALICE  WALSH,  S.O.S. 


THE  EDMONTON  HOSTEL. 

Classes  in  English  for  foreign 
girls  have  been  started  at  the 
Hostel,  and  a  good  attendance  is 
reported.  We  feel  that  these  classes 
will  do  much  to  counteract  the  in- 
fluence of  non-Catholic  bodies,  who 
under  the  pretext  of  teaching  Eng- 
lish to  Catholic  foreign  girls,  do  all 
they  can  to  make  them  forsake 
their  religion. 


EDMONTON  CATE(  'HETIOAL 
CENTRE. 

From  this  Mission  catechism  les- 
sons are  being  sent  out  to  children 
living  in  isolated  districts  of  t  he 
West.  Last  month  several  hund- 
red lessons  were  sent  out.  These 
lessons  are  learnt  by  the  child- 
ren, the  questions  answered,  and 
then  returned  to  the  Sisters 
for  correction.  Over  two  thou- 
sand   children   are   learning  their 


And 


religion  in  this  manner — chil- 
dren, wno>  on  account  of  distance 
from  Church,  would  have  very  lit- 
tle opportunity  of  direct  contact. 


VDLNA — OUR  LADY'S  HOSPITAL. 

Sister  Fur  man,  a  sister  who 
speaks  Polish'  and1  Ukrainian,  has 
now  joined  the  staff  of  the  Vilna 
Hospital,  and  recent  news  tells  us 
that  Sister  has  started  two  Sunday 
schools  in  the  district  for  Polish 
and  Ukrainian  children,  also  a 
social  Club  for  women  and  girls, 
which  meets  every  Friday  evening. 
Sister's  knowledge  of  languages  is 
very  useful  in  the  Hospital  too,  as 
many  of  the  patients  are  unable  to 
speak  English,  andi  Sister  Furman 
acts  as  interpreter.  • 


ACROSS    THE    GREAT  DIVIDE. 

Vancouver,  B.C.,  Hostel — Sister 
Gertrude  Walsh,  S.O.S.,  writes  as 
follows:  "...  We  are  both  fine; 
Sister  does  not  know  where  she  got 
her  appetite,  mine,  of  course  Gas 
reached  its  full  capacity.  As  the 
Lord  has  gifted  us  both  with  optim- 
istic natures  we  are  having  a  great 
time.  Everything  seems  to  be  amus- 
ing; so  you  need  have  no  worry 
about  us."  .  .  .  Now  for  the  news 
— our  altar  for  the  Chapel  has  ar- 
rived, you  know  we  had  it  made  at 
the  Hardwood  Floor  Co.,  it  is  a  lit- 
tle beauty.  The  floor  of  the  Chapel 
was  dark,  so  we  decided  to  lighten 
it.  The  process  required  three 
coats  and  therefore  took  three  days 
to  do.  It  was  rather  hard  on  the 
knees  and  back,  but  it  looks  so 
pretty  now,  that  we  have  forgotten 
all  about  the  labour  it  entailed.  .  . 

"'One  night,  just  as  we  were  go- 
ing to'  bed  a  call  came  from  the 
C.P.R.,  saying  that  a  young  lady 


had  just  arrived  from  Ireland,  and 
could  we  accommodate  her — of 
course  we  could.  We  put  on  all 
the  lights  in  the  front  of  the  house, 
and  then  went  into-  the  office  and 
waited  for  our  first  immigrant.  We 
have  a  cat  now,  who  has  also  ac- 
quired a  missionary  spirit,  for  he 
stood  on  the  window  ledge,  and 
waited  with  us  for  the  taxi.  Soon 
it  arrived  bringing  our  'Colleen'  and 
I  assure  you  she  was  very  wel- 
come. 

".  .  .  I  shall  now  have  to  ask 
you  to  go  back  to  a  week  before 
Christmas  when  the  principal  topics 
of  conversation  were:  Midnight 
Mass,  Crib,  Christmas  dinner  and 
tree.  The  first  was  easily  dis- 
posed of  as  Father  M.  gave  us 
tickets  for  the  midnight  Mass  at  the 
Cathedral.  Archbishop  Duke  cele- 
brated, and)  everything  was  lovely. 
....  The  next  topic  was  the  Crib. 
Sister  began  by  oiling  and  painting 
some  brown  paper  for  the 
cave,  and  then  one  day, 
when  I  returned  from  being 
downtown,  I  was  conducted 
to  the  Chapel  to  see  the 
Crib.  It  was  beautiful,  but 
I  could  not  understand  the 
cave.  However,  when  I 
went  to  our  room  and  found 
our  little  table  had  disap- 
peared, the  mystery  was 
solved.  Now  comes  the 
Christmas  dinner.  We  in- 
vited thirty  girls,  so  we  had 
to  plan  on  getting  them 
something  to  eat.  We  had 
had  one  turkey  promised, 
but  how  far  would  that  go 
among  thirty  people?  How- 
ever, we  started  planning  the  ac- 
cessories with  a  view  to  mak- 
ing it  go  further,  when,  lo  and 
behold!  another  turkey  arrived,  fol- 
lowed a  short  time  afterwards  by 
two  more  !  .  .  and  them  two  chickens. 
So  we  didn't  do-  badly  after  all,  did 
we?  The  day  of  the  Christmas 
party  dawned  dark,  but  though  the 
rain  fell,  it  wasn't  able  to  dampen 
our  spirits.  After  breakfast  Sister 
phoned  the  caterer  in  order  to  rent 
a  table,  but  nowhere  could  one  be 
obtained.  We  laughed  to  think  that 
we  had  invited  thirty  guests  and 
had  no'  table  for  them  to-  sit  at. 
However,  nothing  daunted,  Sister 
phoned  to  our  good  rriend  Father 
C.  to  thank  him  for  a  turkey  he 
had  sent,  and  incidentally  men- 
tioned our  need  of  a  table.  "I  have 
a  board  and  trestles  if  that  will  do," 
he  answered.  How  we  danced  with 
joy!  In  due  time  they  arrived,  and, 
when  decorated,  looked  most  fes- 
tive. The  party  was  a  splendid  suc- 
cess. Santa  Claus  was  there,  and 
gave  to  each  girl  a  gift.  At  eleven 
o'clock  all  went  home  feeling  very 
happy.  We  went  to  bed  feeling  tired, 
as  you  can  well  imagine,  but  very 
happy  too. 


SAY  A  "HAIIj  MARY"  DAILY  FOR  THOSE  LABOURING    IN  THE  MISSION  FIELDS. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


THOUGHTS    FROM    A  HOSTEL 
GIRL'S  DIARY. 

Such  a  nig  bt!  It  ail  most  seemed 
as  though  the  four  winds  of  heaven 
were  let  loose  on  that  wide  waste 
of  prairie.  An  impulse  almost  as 
wild  as  the  unbroken  land  around 
made  me  thrill  with  the  lonely 
grandeur  of  it  all.  Above  was  a 
sky  heavy  with  storm  clouds,  while 
from  across  the  snow  fields  came 
the  call  of  a  hungry  cayote.  It  was 
a  night  such  as  might  make  one 
wistful  for  the  warmth  of  home 
fires  and  dear  ones.  Might,  indeed, 
if  death  had  not  long  before  stiffled 
such  longings.  More  true  to  actual 
life  seemed  this  joyous  battling 
against  adverse  elements.  The  words 
of  a  poem  flashed  back  into  mind' — 
brave  with  a  philosophy  that  we  all 
must  partially  learn  sooner  or  later: 

"A  crust  of  bread,  and  a  corner  to 
sleep  in, 

A  moment  to  smile  and  an  hour  to 
weep  in, 

A  pint  of  joy  to  a  peck  of  trouble, 
And  never  a  laugh  but  the  moans 

come  double — 

And  that  is  life. 
A   crust  and   a   corner   that  love 

makes  precious, 
With  smiles  to  warm  and  tears  to 

refresh  us, 
And  joy  seems  sweeter  If  cares  come 

after, 

And  a  moan  is  the  finest  foil  for 
laughter — 

And  that  is  life. 

A  last  struggle'  with  the  wind, 
and  I  gained  the  wooden  sidewalk 
that  led  to  the  town.  .  .  . 

The  storm  grew  apace  with  the 
hours,  so  that  to  attempt  a  return 
journey  that  night  would  have  been 
foolhardiness.  This  it  was  that 
brought  me,  a  stranger,  to  the  door 


of  the  Catholic  Hostel,  then 
but  newly  opened,  seeking 
accommodation  overnight.  I 
knew  but  little  of  hostels,  or 
of  the  work  carried  on  there, 
and  so  was  entirely  unpre- 
pared for  the  pleasant  sur- 
prise that  awaited  me. 

It  felt  like  a  sudden  real- 
ization of  a  secret  dream  to 
sit  in  a  corner  of  that  home- 
like reception  room  and 
watch  that  gathering  of  Old 
Country  girls.  I  can  close 
my  eyes  and  see  that  scene 
even  yet.  The  bright  fire  glow- 
ing in  the  open  grate;  the 
grey-dressed  Sister  at  the  pi- 
ano playing  a  rollicking  Irish 
tune  that  brought  back  a  thousand 
memories.  The  dancers,  light-footed 
and  light  of  heart,  swaying  in  and 
out,  backwards  and  forwards. 
Then,  as  the  music  stopped,  the  gay 
chatter  of  some  fifty  girls  of  every 
brogue  and  blarney  filled  the  air. 
Here  the  deep  Kerry  accents 
mingled  with  the  softer  West- 
ern Irish  tongue.  There  the  eas- 
ily-recognized burr  of  the  Scotch 
blending  with  the  softer  tones  of 
the  English.  This  was  surely  a 
place  where  East  met  West,  and  all 
feel  quite  at  home.  I  learned  from 
my  little  Yorkshire  neighbour  that 
most  of  the  girls  were  m  domestic 
work,  and  this  happened  to  be  the 
weekly  day  off. 

"Do  you  just  come  here  on  your 
half-days?"  I  ventured. 

"Oh,  no,"  she  answered  promptly, 
a  little  puzzled  at  my  peculiar  lack 
of  knowledge,  "we  can  come  here 
anytime — when  sick,  out  of  work, 
or  in  need  of  help;  this  is  just  a 
home  for  us." 

All  at  once  there  was  a  general 
chorus  of  appeals:  "Sister,  please, 
won't  you  sing  for  us?"  and  as  the 
Sister  turned  to 
the  piano,  all  the 
lights  were  switch- 
ed off  and  the  girls, 
as  if  with  one 
mind,  squatted  In- 
dian-wise on  the 
floor  and  became 
as  quiet  as  mice. 

I  started  as  that 
beautiful  voice  rang 
out  the  opening 
words  of  Gounod's 
"Ave  Maria."  High- 
er and  higher  it 
rose,  lingering  wist- 
fully, lovingly,  on 
each  word.  Surely 
it  was  a  prayer 
more  than  a  song! 
All  the  pent-up 
loneliness  of  the 
past  years  surged 
up  in  my  heart, 
and  the  tears  fell 
unchecked  as  I  gaz 


Vancouver  Hostel — The  Chapel. 


ed  around  at  that 


The  Hostel,  Vancouver. 

sea  of  quiet  faces  lit  by  the  firelight. 

"Holy  Mary.  Mother  of  God,  pray 
for  us  now,"  softer,  but  even  more 
pleading,  came  the  voice.  I  thought 
of  our  own  little  group  of  Catholic 
girls  who  came  over  on  the  boat 
with  me,  and  who  were  now  scat- 
tered to  the  winds,  because  there 
had  been  no  "Hostel  Home"  to  hold 
us  together.  Even  of  that  small 
band,  one  had  married  outside  the 
Church;  another,  little  eighteen- 
year-old  Mollie,  dead,  a  broken 
blossom  on  life's  pathway.  Cheap 
amusements,  too,  had  always  held 
out  an  allurement — anything  so 
long  as  it  offered  to  take  the  edge 
off  the  utter  loneliness.  Yet  most 
of  us  had  "made  good"  in  the 
broad  sense  of  the  word,  though 
scarce  without  some  loss  to  the  soul. 
It  is  so  easy  to  forget  when  one  is 
young  and  far  away  from  home  un- 
less there  is  some  kind  hand  to 
guide  and  direct. 

"Ave,  Ave,  Maria!"  The  voice 
trailed  away  in  a  whisper,  and  the 
loud  burst  of  applause  brought  me 
back  to  myself  with  a  start. 

"Was  this  the  link  between  that 
God  had  pre-ordained?" 

One  of  the  Sisters,  noticing  that 
I  was  a  stranger,  came  over  to 
speak.  I  told  her  how  I  had  chanced 
to  come.  Smilingly,  she  asked  me 
why  the  trace  of  tears.  "All  the 
old  girls  do  that  the  first  time  they 
come  to  the  Hostel,  it  seems  fo 
touch  them,"  she  said. 

"Well,  Sister,  it  isn't  that  the 
people  out  here  are  not  kind,  for 
they  certainly  are,  and  I  have  made 
many  friends  well  worth  crossing 
the  ocean  to  find,  but  it  seems  as  if 
the  wrenching  of  home  ties,  how- 
ever slight,  always  leaves  a  gap 
that  no  one  can  fill."  "Except, 
perhaps,  God?"  SisteT  ventured. 
"Sometimes  even  He  can  seem  far 
away.  Sister,  unless  there  is  a  link 
between  like  the  Hostel  here.  Take 
the  case  of  a  young  girl  flung  out 
into  the  heart  of  the  country,  miles 
from  church,  priest,  and  everything 
Catholic?"    And  so  we  talked. 

The  ten  o'clock  bell  brought  Ros- 
ary  time  and  closing  time.  Kneel- 
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ing  in  the  shadow  of  the  statue  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  with  voices  now 
as  earnest  in  prayer  as  they  had 
been  light  in  laughter,  the  beads 
were  offered  for  those  at  home,  and 
all  who  needed  prayers.  The  bed- 
room allotted  me  chanced  to  be 
across  the  hall  from  the  little 
chapel.  During  the  night  I  lay 
there  watching  the  glow  of  the 
sanctuary  lamp  and  thinking — 
thinking.  How  appropriate,  it 
seemed,  that  the  loneliest  Heart  in 
all  the  world  should  be  enshrined 
in  a  house  whose  main  purpose  was 
to  stay  the  ravages  of  loneliness? 
He,  too,  an  exile  from  His  Own 
Country,  God  of  the  poor  and  lowly, 
could  He  fail  to  bless  those  who 
soothed  life's  path,  and  formed  the 
link  between  Himself  and  those  of 
His  children  now  sleeping  so  peace- 
fully all  around  Him  underneath 
the  safe  shelter  of  that  Hostel  roof. 

Next  evening,  the  day's  work 
over,  acrossi  the  prairie  I  again 
tracked  my  way.  Snow  white  and 
peaceful  now,  there  was  little  sign 
of  the  recent  storm.  In  the  distance 
the  lights  of  homesteads  shone  out 
like  friendly  beacons  across  the 
snow.  Above  in  tne  peaceful  sky 
the  full  moon,  with  its  galaxy  of 
Western  stars,  seemed  no  longer 
like-  a  la u gluing  face,  but  as  if  it 
were  a  beautiful  white  Host  hang- 
ing in  benediction  over  the  whole 
land.  I  thought  of  the  many  little 
foreign  children  living  on  these 
prairies — children  of  Catholic  par- 
ents growing  up  blighted  by  the  de- 
vastating touch  of  Communism. 
Then  the  memory  of  that  Hostel 
fireside,  with  its  sea  of  quiet,  con- 
tented faces,  brought  the  glad 
thought  to  my  mind:  Catholic  Can- 
ada, you  will  rise  again  to  meet  the 
need®  of  these  little  children,  as 
you  have  done  that  of  the  Hostel 
girls,  and  you  will  reclaim  their 
souls  even  as  your  martyrs  and 
blackrobes  of  yesterday  sacrificed 
themselves  in  a  similar  cause. 

Gaining  the  door,  I  stood  as  usual 
to  look  over  the  prairies,  now 
bathed  in  the  exquisite  glow  of  the 
northern  lights.  "O  Canada!  dear 
land  of  adoption,  how  soon  do  we 
exiles  on  your  shores  learn  to  say 
from  aur  heart  of  hearts:  'We 
stand  on  guard  for  thee.'  " 

WHAT  THE  MOON  SAW. 

(With  apologies  to  Hans 
Andersen. ) 
I  looked  out  over  a  little  town 
in  Western  Canada  and  thought 
how  peaceful  and  quiet  it  seemed  as 
it  lay  there  bathed  in  the  soft  light 
of  my  beams.  Everything  was  still, 
save  for  a  low  breeze  which  lightly 
stirred  the  trees  and  made  them 
whisper,  or  the  distant  whistle  of  a 
train  far  away.  How  beautiful  it 
looked,  and  how  calm  and  tranquil. 


The  world  is  a  very  lovely  place, 
I  thought.  All  slept.  All  slept,  did 
I  say?  Well,  no,  for  as  I  looked 
again  I  saw  away  in  the  distance  a 
little  light,  and  this  light  appeared 
to  be  moving.  I  foil  owed  it  with 
my  eyes,  and  when  it  drew  nearer  I 
was  able  to  discern  a  group  of  three 
men  wending  their  way  somewhat 
wearily  over  the  rough  road.  The 
first  man  carried  a  lantern,  and  the 
other  two  bore  a  stretcher  on  which 
lay  a  man  unconscious. 

On  they  came  through  that  still, 
silent  night.  The  only  noise  to 
break  the  peace  was  the  sound  of 
their  measured  threat.  I  watched 
them  carefully,  for  the  sight  was 
an  unusual  one,  and  at  length  they 
stopped  before  a  frame  building. 
Then  the  door  opened  for  them,  and 
theiy  carried  their  burden  inside.  It 
reminded  me  of  a  scene  in  Italy — 
lowly  monks  bearing  the  bodies  of 
the  dead  to  buria.l  at  the  dead  of 
night.  What  are  they  doing?  I 
wondered,  for  even  the  old,  old 
moon  can  be  curious  sometimes; 
and  I  looked  closer  at  the  buil  d  ing 
trying  to  guess  its  secret.  Hospital, 
I  saw  written  over  the  door:  St. 
John's  Hospital.  Ah!  Then  I 
understood  why  they  were  carrying 
their  burden  so  carefully  at  a  time 
when  all  men  slept.  There  had 
been  an  accident,  and  they  were 
bringing  the  victim  to  this  house  of 
healing. 

Oh!  blessed  little  Catholic  Hospi- 
tals, doing  God's  work  among  the 
poor  and  needy — among  those  who 
need  you  most!  What  miracles  of 
healing  your  white  walls  have  wit- 
nessed. Poor  broken  bodies  given 
relief  from  suffering;  poor  sin- 
stained  prodigals  brought  back  to 
the  Arms  of  their  Father.  The  new- 
born infant  ushered  into  the  world; 
the  eyes  of  the  dying  gently  closed 
in  death.  And  all  this  done  in,  the 
Name  of  Him  whose  delight  it  was 


to  lay  Hands  on  the  sick  and  suffer- 
ing and  bring  them  health  and  com- 
fort. God  bless  these  little  Hospi- 
tals, and  may  God  bless  a  thousand 
times  that  band  of  consecrated 
women  who,  day  after  day,  year 
after  year,  yea,  until  the  very  end, 
give  of  their  best — their  very  lives — 
that  others  may  live.  The  One  Who 
promised  to  repay  a  cup  of  cold 
water  given  in  His  Name  will  be 
their  reward — a  reward  exceeding 
great. 

I  glanced  down  again  over  that 
little  town,  which  lay  so  still  and 
calm  in  the  light  of  my  silver  beams, 
and  I  saw  the  tall  pines  shiver  in 
the  breeze,  and  the  fields  of  ripe 
corn  rustle  with  expectancy.  Here 
a  bird  gave  a  feeble  cry,  and  Nature 
seemed  to  be  waking  out  of  her 
sleep.  I  looked  over  in  the  eastern 
sky,  and  there  a  little  s'haft  of  light 
appeared.  Dawn  was  coming,  so  I 
knew  it  was  time  to  hide  my  face. 

Sister  Monica  L.  Meade,  S.O.S. 


TRAVELLING  FOR  GOD. 

As  the  Field  at  Home  goes  to 
press  our  Reverend  Sister  General  is 
on  her  way  to  visit  the  Western  Mis- 
sions. It  will  be  her  first  visit  to  our 
Hostel  in  Vancouver,  which  was  only 
opened  during  October  last.  From 
Vancouver  Sister  General  will  go  to 
Edmonton,  and  the  two  near-by  Mis- 
sions of  Edson  and  Vilna;  returning 
by  way  of  Winnipeg,  and  from  there 
spending  a  few  days  with  the  Sisters 
in  Camp  Morton. 

To  our  Sisters  on  the  Missions 
these  visits  mean  so  much.  They 
strengthen  the  tie  that  binds  the  Mis- 
sions to  the  Mother-House,  and  are 
a  source  of  courage  and  inspiration. 
Sister  General  will  be  away  about  a 
month,  and  when  she  returns  home 
she  will  be  greeted  with  a  hundred 
thousand  welcomes  from  the  Sisters 
in  Toronto,  who  eagerly  await  her 
arrival. 


WHERE  WE  CANNOT  REACH,  OUR  MONEY  WILL. 
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FIELD  AFAr 


THE  MISSIONARY  INTENTION 

The  great  Apostleslrip  of  Prayer 
— that  functions  among  the  thirty 
million  members  of  the  League  of 
the  Sacred  Heart — ■receives  each 
month  from  the  Holy  Father  him- 
self a  missionary  intention.  The 
Pope  oif  the  Missions  has  established 
this  crusade  of  prayer  in  favour  of 
the  world-wide  interests  of  the  Cat- 
holic Mission  Field.  Fully  con- 
vinced that  the  success  of  the  mis- 
sions primarily  depends  on  the 
grace  of  God,  and  that  this  divine 
help  comes  to  the  world  principally 
through  prayer,  the  Father  of 
Christendom  has  leagued  together 
these  pious  lovers  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  They  form,  as  it  were,  the 
spiritual  reserves  on  which  our  mis- 
sionaries at  work  in  the  field  may 
count  and  draw  freely.  What  a  con- 
so  lat ion  for  a  pious  soul  to  think 
that  by  prayer  and  the  offering  of 
the  day's  work  to  the  mission  in- 
tention of  the  month  she  can  be 
helping  Christ's  priests  and  reli- 
gious who-  aire  devoting  their  lives 
to  the  extension  of  God's  Kingdom 
on  earth. 


THE  SOCIETY  OF  THE  FOREIGN 
MISSIONS  OF  THE  PROVINCE 
OF  QUEBEC. 

Founded)  on  Febuary  2nd,  19  21, 
by  the  Hierarchy  of  the  Province  of 
Quebec,  the  Society  of  Foreign  Mis- 
sions is  an  institute  consecrated  to 
the  Catholic  Missions  in  the  Field 
Afar.  Approved  by  the  Holy  See 
on  the  23rd  of  July,  1929,  this 
Society  received  as  its  portion  or 
the  Master's  Field  Szepiugai,  in 
Manchuria,  China.     Although  the 


Society  counts  only  eight  years  of 
existence,  already  nineteen  Fathers 
are  at  work  in  the  mission  commit- 
ted to  their  care,  and  thirty-one 
seminarians  are  preparing  to  follow 
in  the  footsteps  of  those  who  are 
now  blazing  a  new  trail  for  the 
Church  in  pagan  lands. 

This  fact  proves  once  more  that 
the  great  aid  Province  of  Quebec 
is  in  the  vanguard  of  the  Catholic 
A  postdate.  Are  not  her  sons  and 
daughters  by  the  hundreds  scat- 
tered throughout  the  earth,  under 
the  scorching  sun  of  Africa  and  In- 
dia and  in  the  Arctic  Regions,  bear- 
ing everywhere  witness  to  the  great 
vitality  of  Faith,  of  which  Quebec 
is  an  outstanding  model  in  God's 
Holy  Church. 

"How  beautiful  are  the  feet  of 
those  who  carry  the  message  of 
peace"  to  far-off  Manchuria!  This 
was  beautifully  exemplified  Septem- 
ber last  when  three  young  Mission- 
aries, about  to  depart  for  their  field 
of  action,  witnessed  His  Eminence 
Cardinal  Rouleau,  Archbishops  and 
Bishops,  and  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  priests  prostrate  before 
them,  kissing  their  feet,  as  a  public 
recognition  of  their  great  mission. 

The  establishment  and  rapid  ex- 
pansion of  this  Seminary  of  Foreign 
Missions  is  an  evident  proof  that 
vocations  for  the  Mission  Field  are 
numerous,  and  that  the  faithful  of 
Quebec  are  more  than  anxious  to 
give  them  the  support  of  their 
prayers  and  alms.  God's  blessing  is 
surely  on  this  work. 

Recent  news  from  Rome  an- 
nounces that  the  Sacred  Congrega- 
tion of  Propaganda  Fide,  by  decree 
of  February  19th.  has  named  Very 
Reverend  Louis  A.  Lapierre  Prefect 
Apostolic  of  Szepingkai,  Manchuria. 
Very  Reverend  Louis  A.  Lapierre  is 
a  member  of  the  Society  of  Foreign 
Missions  of  Quebec. 

G.  Daly,  C.SS.R. 


CANADA  SENT  FORTH  141 
MISSIONARIES     DURING  1i>29. 

(Fides  Service). 

Montreal  (Canada). — One  hund- 
red and  forty-one  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  Canada  left  their  homeland 
for  the  foreign  missions  during  the 
year  19  29.  China  and  Manchuria 
received  the  greatest  number  of  the 
recruits,  13  priests  and  31  religious 
taking  up  the  apostolate  there.  The 
missions  spread  over  the  great  Can- 
adian Northwest  received  the  next 
highest  quota,  27  priests  and  15 
religious.  The  new  missionaries 
are  members  of  17  congregations, 
two  of  which  are  responsible  for  56 
departures,  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Im- 
maculate sending  30  priests  and 
Brothera  and  the  Franciscan  Mis- 
sionaries oif  Mary  26  Sisters. 

The  division,  according  to  con- 
gregation and  territory,  is  as  fol- 
lows: Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate, 
30 — to  South  Africa  3,  and  the 
Canadian  Northwest  27;  China  Mis- 
sion Society  of  Scarboro,  5  to  China; 
Franciscans,  4  to  China;  Brothers 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  4  to  the  Anglo- 
Egyptian  Sudan,  Northern  Africa; 
Redemptorists.  3  to  Indochina;  Do- 
minicans, 3  to  Hakodate,  Japan; 
Foreign  Mission  Seminary'  of  Pont- 
Viau.  3  to  Szepingkai.  Manchuria; 
Holy  Ghost  Fathers,  2  to  the  West 
Indies;  and  1  Jesuit  to  China.  Eight 
young  men  left  for  Algiers  to  enter 
the  Novitiate  of  the  White  Fathers. 

The  Sisters  are  divided  as  follows 
— Franciscan  Missionaries  of  Mary, 
26 — to  China  11.  Philippines  4,  In- 
dia 2,  Palestine  1.  South  America 
6,  and  Morocco  2:  Missionaries  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception  of  Ou- 
tremont,  14 — to  China  5,  Japan  1. 
Manchuria  6.  and  the  Philippines  2; 
Gray  Nuns  of  Pembroke,  3  to  China; 
Gray  Nuns  of  Montreal,  4  to  the 
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Canadian  Northwest;  Gray  Nuns  of 
Quebec,  2  to  the  Gulf  of  St.  Law- 
rence; Gray  Nuns  of  St.  Hyacinthe, 
2  to  the  Canadian  Northwest;  Sist- 
ers of  the  Precious  Blood,  3  to 
China;  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  des 
Anges,  3  to  China;  Ursulines,  2  to 
China;  Sisters  of  St.  Francis  of  As- 
sisi,  2  to  Morocco;  Sisters  of  St. 
Anne,  2  to  the  Yukon;  Sisters  of 
Providence,  5  to  the  Canadian 
Northwest.  Ten  young  women  left 
for  Algiers  to  enter  the  Novitiate 
of  the  White  Sisters 
(Congregation  of  Our  -^.agr 
Lady  of  Africa  i .  - 
(Fides  Cor.). 


NEW  OFFICIAL  MISSION 
STATISTICS  PUBLISHED  BY 
PROPAGANDA  FIDE. 

Rome. — A  new  official  world 
survey  of  the  Foreign  Missions  of 
the  Church  has  just  been  published 
by  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Pro- 
paganda Fide.  The  date  of  statis- 
tics is  June,  19  27. 

The  missionary  personnel  in  June, 
1927,  totalled  46,174,  including 
12,95  2  priests,  foreign  and  native- 


<  HINESE  MISSION- 
ARIES KILLED  NOW 
NUMBER  24. 

Rome. — An  Italian 
bishop  and  priest  com- 
panion killed  begin  the 
dolorous  record  o  f 
China  missionary  losses 
by  violence  for  19  30, 
and  raise  the  total  of 
deaths  since  19  23  to  24 
— 2  2  priests  and  two 
bishops.  The  latest 
martyrs  to  duty  are  His 
Lordship  Bishop  Louis 
Versiglia,  of  the  Salesi- 
ans  of  Don  Bosco,  and  a 
Salesian  priest,  Father 
Calixtus  C  a  r  a  v  erio, 
killed  on  or  shortly  pre- 
vious to  February  28th, 
within  the  territory  of 
the  Vicariate  of  Shiu- 
chow,  Kwangtung  Pro- 
vince, a  p  p  roximately 
150  miles  from  Canton. 
Communist  bandits  took 
the  two  missionaries 
from  the  town  of  Ying- 
tak,  in  the  foothills  of 
the  mountains  which 
divide  Kwangtung  and 
South  China  from  the 
regions  of  the  center. 

The  Vicariate  of 
Shiuchow  lies  in  an 
area  that  has  suffered  much  from 
Communists  and  bandits,  numerous 
missions  having  been  completely 
destroyed  during  19  29.  In  June  one 
of  its  missionaries,  Father  Umbert 
Damassoi  was  taken  by  the  outlaws 
and  subjected  to  public  obloquy,  the 
priest  securing  freedom  only  by  ac- 
cident after  14  days  of  suffering. 

The  roll  of  dead  among  the  mis- 
sionaries of  China-  includes,  citizens 
of  eight  nations,  as  follows:  Bel- 
gians, 8;  Italians,  4;  Americans,  3; 
French,  3;  Chinese,  2;  Germans,  2; 
Spaniards,  1;  Irish,  1.  The  last 
previous  deaths  were  those  of 
Bishop  Trudo'  Jans,  O.F.M.,  and 
Fathers  Bruno  and  Ruppert,  O.F.M., 
Belgian  Franciscans  killed  in  Hupeh 
Province  September  14th,  19  29. 


Blossom  time  in  China. 

born,  secular  and  religious;  5,110 
brothers,  and  2  8,112  sisters.  These 
at  the  date  given  were  distributed 
in  3  74  ecclesiastical  divisions- in  81 
countries,  and  hailed  from  51  differ- 
ent nations. 

There  are  281  bishops  in  mission 
lands,  and  91  prefects.  Of  the 
priests,  8,030  are  listed  as  foreign 
missionaries.  4,30  5  are  native 
clergy;  while  for  609  no  distinction 
is  made  in  the  returns.  Of  the 
brothers,   3,222  are  foreign  born, 

I,  314  are  native  born,  and  distinc- 
tion is  not  made  for  5  74.  Among 
the  sisters,  13,929  are  foreign  born, 

II,  399  are  native  born,  while  2,784 
are  listed  without  distinction. 

Among  the  lay  workers,  there  are 
51,5  07  catechists,  3  8,67  9  teachers 


and  25,6  84  baptizers.  In  some  fields 
all  of  these  do  not  give  their  entire 
time  to  the  Church.  For  the  first 
time  the  survey  gives  medical  work- 
ers, listing  226  doctors  laboring  in 
mission  medical  institutions,  and 
855  trained  nurses. 

The  total  Catholic  population  of 
mission  lands  under  the  Propagan- 
da is  13,345,373.  In  Europe,  par- 
ticularly in  Scandinavia  and  in  the 
south-eastern  areas  of  the  Contin- 
ent, Propaganda  cares  for  1,040,- 
399;  in  India  and  Bur- 
ma 2,172,340,  in  Indo- 
china 1,237,339,  in 
China  2,373,677,  in  the 
Japanese  Empire  206,- 
754,  in  Malesia  and 
Oceania  596,5  3  4,  in 
Africa  3,20  2,993;  while 
in  the  missionary  legi- 
ons of  the  Americas 
under  the  Congregation 
there  are  2,280,541.  An 
interesting  study  of  pop- 
ulation movement  in 
Table  IV.  of  the  survey 
shows  that  from  June, 
1926,  to  June,  1927, 
there  was  an  increase  in 
C  a  t  h  olics  throughout 
this  vast  territory  of 
479,955. 

For  the  first  time  the 
six  institutions  neces- 
sary for  preparing  na- 
t  i  v  e  personnel  are 
brought  together  in  one 
table,  namely,  the  Major 
and  Minor  Seminaries, 
the  Novitiates  for  Bro- 
thers and  those  for 
Sisters,  the  Catechist 
training  schools  and 
the  Teachers'  normal 
schools.  There  are  103 
Major  Seminaries  in  the 
Mission  world  with 
2,495  seminarians,  and 
206  Minor  Seminaries 
with  7,476  pupils.  Un- 
fortunately, returns  for 
the  Novitiates  were  not 
correctly  given,  and 
hence  are  not  totalled.  Catechist 
training  schools  of  every  type  are 
638,  with  14,896  candidates. 

Normal  schools  are  156,  with 
8,03  2  candidates. 

Schools  of  every  class,  from  ele- 
mentary to  college  and  University, 
total  31,418,  with  1,521,710 
pupils. 

Formidable  figures  appear  for  the 
charitable  institutio>ns.  Hospitals 
of  every  class  total  691,  with  283,- 
505  reported  inmates  during  the 
year.  While  dispensaries  are  1,8'4S 
and  treatments  re-ported  are 
11,066,749.  Orphan  asylums  are 
1,525,  with  81,240  orphans;  homes 
for  the  aged  are  299  with  11,3  3  2 
inmates;  leper  asylums  are  81,  with 
14,060  lepers. 


PUTTING  OFF  AN  EASY  THING  MAKES  IT  HARD,  PUTTING  OFF  A  HARD  THING  MAKES  IT  IMPOSSIBLE. 
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City  of  Montreal,  taken  from  Mount  Royal  Lookout,  showing  the  Victoria  Bridge 
— Photograph  Courtesy  Canadian  National  Railways. 


Montreal — The  Great  Canadian  Metropolis 


Montreal  is  the  outstanding  city 
of  Canada,  with  a  population  now 
well  over  the  million  mark.  It  is 
the  largest  industrial  and  commercial 
centre  in  the  Dominion. 

The  geographical  position  of  our 
great  Canadian  Metropolis  is  unique. 
Built  at  the  navigable  terminus  of 
the  St.  Lawrence,  a  thousand  miles 
inland,  Montreal  is  the  greatest  gate- 
way of  North  America.  The  trade 
routes  of  imports  and  exports  na- 
turally converge  at  her  docks.  This 


has  made  her  the  very  heart  of  Cana- 
dian finance,  commerce  and  industry. 

But  to  the  student  of  sociology, 
what  is  most  interesting  in  Montreal 
is  the  mingling  and  blending  of  the 
two  main  racial  streams,  which  go  to 
make  up  our  Canadian  population. 
There  the  Latin  and  the  Anglo-Saxon 
elements  live  in  harmony,  each  con- 
tributing their  share  to  the  Common- 
weal. One  has  to  live  there  to  ap- 
preciate the  full  meaning  of  this  jux- 
taposition of  two  mentalities  entirely 


different  in  their  temperament  and 
outlook.  This  makes  Montreal  one 
of  the  most  interesting  cities  of  the 
Continent. 

Pre-eminently  Catholic,  the  Metro- 
polis is  noted  for  its  churches  and  in- 
stitutions. From  the  Motherhouses 
of  various  Religious  Communities, 
Sisters,  Brothers  and  Priests  have 
gone  forth  throughout  Canada,  the 
United  States  and  to  the  very  con- 
fines of  the  earth.  Montreal  is  truly 
a  wonderful  Catholic  city. 


WHO  COULD  REFUSE  TO  HELP  THE  CHEAT  MISSION  CAUSE? 
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CANADA  REGAINS  WORLD'S 
WHEAT  CHAMPIONSHIP. 

At  the  International  Live  Stock 
Exhibition  and  Hay  and  Grain  Show 
at  Chicago  in  December,  1929,  Can- 
ada again  carried  off  the  wheat 
championship  of  the  world.  This 
honour  went  to  Mr.  Joseph  H.  B. 
Smith,  of  Wolf  Creek,  Alberta.  Thir- 
teen other  championships  and  reserve 
championships  in  live  stock,  hay  and 
grain  were  won  by  Canadians  this 
year.  During  the  nineteen  years  that 
this  exhibition  has  been  held,  Cana- 
dian farmers  have  won  the  wheat 
championship  fifteen  times.  Ten 
times  the  award  has  gone  to  Saskat- 
chewan, four  times  to  Alberta,  and 
once  to  Manitoba. 

It  is  to  be  noted  also  that  this 
wheat  prize  carried  with  it  another 
honour  to  Canada.  The  winning 
sample  was  Reward  wheat,  a  variety 
developed  at  the  Central  Experiment- 
al Farm,  Ottawa,  and  first  placed  on 
the  market  in  commercial  quantities 
in  1928.  It  is  a  cross  between  Mar- 
quis and  Prelude,  and  it  ripens  in 
100  days  as  compared  with  114  re- 
quired for  Marquis. 

On  the  four  occasions  in  (he  past 
nineteen  years  when  Canada  has  not 
won  the  wheat  championship  it  has 
gone  to  the  northern  border  state  of 
Montana,  U.S.A.  This  circumstance 
again  calls  attention  to  the  conclu- 
sion of  scientists  and  of  practical 
farmers  that  in  the  northern  hemis- 
phere the  southern  portions  must 
ever  look  to  the  north  and  the  still 
further  north,  for  their  seed  and 
their  foundation  live  stock,  in  order 
to  maintain  the  stamina  and  yielding 
qualities  of  their  plants  and  ani- 
mals. 


"THE  FRENCH-CANADIANS." 

One  day,  in  the  heat  of  a  discus- 
sion on  the  floor  of  the  House,  Dal- 
ton  McCarthy  made  a  slurring  re- 
mark about  the  French-Canadians. 
His  jibe  broughtt  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier 
to  his  feet.  The  dignified  answer  of 
the  great  French-Canadian  leader  is 
worth  remembering. 

"He  is  proud  of  his  race,"  Laurier 
said,  referring  to  McCarthy,  "he  has 
reason  to  be,  but  it  does  not  follow 
that  we  should  all  be  English-Cana- 
dians, that  we  should  all  be  melted 
into  the  Anglo-Saxon  element.  Surely 
no  one  respects  or  admires  more  than 
I  do  the  Anglo-Saxon  race;  I  have 
never  concealed  my  feelings  in  that 
respect,  but  we,  of  French  origin, 
aro  satisfied  with  what  we  are  and 
we  ask  for  nothing  more.  I  claim 
for  the  race  to  which  I  belong  the 
right  to  say  that  if  it  is  not  endowed 
with  the  same  qualities  as  those  of 
Anglo-Saxons  it  is  endowed  with 
some  just  as  great;  I  claim  the  right 
to  say  that  in  some  respects  it  is  en- 
dowed with  sovereign  qualities;  that 
there  is  not  under  the  sun  a  race 
more  moral,  more  hcnest,  and,  I  will 
say,  more  intelligent." 


WHAT  CANADIANS  EAT. 

Totalling  up  the  eatables  con- 
sumed by  Canadians  and  their 
guests,  the  Dominion  Bureau  of 
Statistics  finds  that,  the  annual 
per  capita  consumption  of  eggs 
is  352,  or  just  short  of  one  a  day. 
The  favourite  meat  to  the  north 
of  the  border  is  pork;  the  annual 
consumption  of  this  is  775,000,- 
000  pounds  ;  other  flesh  foods  used 
to  keep  the  Canadians  going  are 
654,543.623  pounds  of  beef,  58,- 
191,717  pounds  of  mutton  and 
lamb,  63,335,591  pounds  of  fowl 
and  chickens,  14,138,558  pounds 
of  turkev,  4,886.890  pounds  of 
duck  and  9,863,980  pounds  of 
geese. 

The  daily  consumption  of  meat 
and  poultry  is  seven  and  a  fifth 
ounces  for  every  man.  woman  and 
child;  infants  let  their  elders 
have  their  allotments.  Canadian 
babies  are  willing  to  be  tabulated 
in  the  society  of  the  Average 
Man  and  Economic  Man,  but  will 
not  eat  with  those  interesting  ab- 
stractions.— New  York  Sun. 


REVIEW  OF  1929. 

During  1929  there  were  14,622 
homestead  entries.  For  192S  there 
had  been  11,848.  These  figures  show 
the  increasing  confidence  of  our  peo- 
ple in  the  future  of  our  Western 
Prairie  Provinces. 

Mining. — The  production  of  the 
mines  for  1929  is  estimated  at  about 
$300,000,000— or  about  15  per  cent, 
more  than  in  192S.  The  oil  fields  of 
Alberta  have  reached  in  the  past 
year  over  1,000,000  barrels,  or  105 
per  cent,  increase  over  the  precedent 
year. 

Water-power. — The  new  construc- 
tion has  brought  the  totalled  install- 
ed horse-power  to  5,272,000 — an  in- 
crease of  7  p.c. — for  1929.  The  costs 
of  this  year's  construction  was  $75,- 
000,000. 

Tourists'  Trade. — The  total  value 
of  this  trade  for  1929  is  conservative- 
ly estimated  at  over  $300,000,000. 


AREAS  RESERVED  FOR  BIRDS. 

Forty-three  bird  sanctuaries  have 
been  reserved  in  Canada  by  the  De- 
partment of  the  Interior  under  the 
Migratory  Birds  Convention  Act, 
which  is  the  Federal  law  for  the  pro- 
tection of  migratory  birds.  There 
are  also  fifty-one  public  shooting 
grounds  reserved  by  the  Dominion 
Government  in  Western  Canada. 
Shooting  is  allowed  on  these  latter 
areas  in  the  open  season. 


A  SONG  OF  CANADIAN 
RIVERS. 

Flow  on,  noble  rivers ;  flow  on ! 
flow  on ! 
In  your  beauteous  course  to 
the  sea ; 

Sweep  on,  noble  rivers !  sweep 
on !  sweep  on  ! 
Bright  emblems  of  true  liberty  ! 
Roll   noiselessly   on   a   tide  of 
bright  song, 
Roll  happily,  grandly  and  free  ; 
Sweep  over  each  plain  in  silv'ry 
tongued  strain 
Sweep    down    to    the  deep- 
sounding  sea ! 

Flow  on,  noble  rivers!  flow  on! 
flow  on ! 
Flow  swiftly  and  smoothly  and 
free ; 

Chant    loudly    and    grand  the 
notes  of  our  land — 
Fair  Canada's  true  minstrelsy; 

Roll  joyously  on,  sweep  proudly 
along 

In  mirthfullest  accents  of  glee  ! 
Flow  on,  noble  rivers!  flow  on! 
flow  on ! 

Flow  down  to  the  deep  sound- 
ing sea  ! 

Flow  on !  sweep  on !  sweep  on ! 
flow  on ! 
In  a  measureless,  mystical  key; 
Each  note  that  you  wake  on 
streamlet  or  lake 
Will  blend  with  the  song  of 
the  sea. 

Through  labyrinth-clad  dell,  in 

dreamy-like  spell. 
Where   slumbers   each  sentinel 

tree ; 

Flow  on,  noble  rivers  flow  on  ! 
flow  on ! 

Flow  down  to  the  deep  bound- 
ing sea ! 

Thos  O'Hagan,  Litt.D. 


CANADA'S  FOREST  AREA. 

The  total  forest  area  of  Canada  is 
estimated  to  be  1,151,454  square 
miles.  Of  this  area,  865,880  square 
miles  are  productive  and  accessible; 
a  little  over  one-third  of  this  area 
bears  timber  of  merchantable  size; 
the  remainder  carries  young  growth 
not  yet  fit  for  use. 


<  II  \KITY  COMES  FIRST. 
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FOLLOW   THE  MASTER. 

Our  Divine  Saviour  was  essenti- 
ally a  Missionary.  His  life  and 
teaching  had  but  one  thing  In  view, 
the  establishment  and  extension  of 
His  Church  on  earth. 

Ever  since,  the  missionary  apos- 
tolate  has  been  in  the  highest  honor 
in  the  Church  of  God.  Souls  in- 
flamed with  the  love  of  God  yearn 
to- see  His  Kingdom  spread  on  earth. 
But,  as  St.  Gregory  wrote:  "Action 
is  the  proof  of  genuine  love." 

How  many  Catholic  girls  would 
like  to  do  something  for  the  "Mas- 
ter"? We  would  say  to  them:  Why 
pass  your  years-  ha  yearning!  Why 
not  come  into  the  Lord's  Mission 
Field  and  do  something  for  His 
Love  for  His  Kingdom?  To  follow 
the  Master  in  the  work  of  His  apos- 
tolate>  is  the  greatest  thing  one 
could  do  on  earth,  and  the  best 
proof  of  one's  love  for  Him.  At 
your  doors,  within  the  boundaries 
of  your  country,  this  work  is  wait- 
ing for  yo'u.  Would  you  be  one  of 
the  belated  reapers  for  whom  Our 
Divine  Saviour  asked  us  to  pray 
the  Father  that  He  may  press  them 
into  the  service  of  His  Mission 
Field? 

So,  Catholic  young  girls,  do  not 
delay  to  follow  your  Master  into 
the  ripening  fields  of  Canada's  glor- 
ious a.pos to-Late — God  grant  you  the 
courage  and  the  strength  to  act 
now. 

Correspondence  i nvited. 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE. 
2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto,  Ont. 


The  Call. 


LIFE'S  HIGHWAYS. 

In  the  stillness  of  a  dimly- 
lit  church  a  storm-tossed  soul 
sought  peace.  Troubled  waters  had 
well-nigh  engulfed  it;  but  here  in 
the  quiet  of  the  sanctuary,  peace 
seemed  not  an  abstract  figure,  but 
a  living  reality — a  solution  to  the 
world's  most  bewildering  problems. 
Young  was  this  soul,  and  full  of 
dreams  but  now,  as  life's  great  high- 
ways stretch  out  before  it,  the  ques- 
tion: "Which  way  shall  I  take?" 
seems  to  need  a  decisive  answer. 
The  soul  looks  forward  into  the 
future,  aud  one  road  appears  in- 
finitely fair,  and  peopled  by  a  happy, 
laughing  throng,  while  the  other  is 
narrow,  rough,  and,  in  the  dim 
light  of  the  sanctuary  lamp,  it 
seems  as  if  the  path  were  blood- 
stained and  overshadowed  by  a 
cross. 

"Oli!  which  way  is  my  way?" 
cries  the  soul.  "Which  way  will 
lead  to  happiness?  The  broad  road 
mean-,  fame.  Fame — yes,  but  per- 
haps loneliness  and  disillusionment 
at  the  end.  It  means  pleasure — 
but  pleasure  is  often  mixed  with 
bitterness.  Wealth?  But  money 
brings  its  cares.  And.  when  all 
these  things  have  passed — what 
then? 

"In  a  little  while  the  earth  will  all 

grow  pale 
Like  a    dying   fire,   or   a  finished 

talc. 

All  that's  young  and  new  will  no 
more  beguile. 

In  a  little  while. 

In  a  little  while  life  will  all  have 

passed 

Like  a  flower  stolen  by  a  sudden 
blast. 

All  the  days  will  go  marching  single 
file, 

In  a  little  while." 


••••(-£©11 

GIVE  US,  O  LORD,  A  COURAGEOUS  HEART  WHICH  WILL  WILLINGLY  SHAKE  THE  BURDEN 
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"And  the  other  road — what  does 
it  hold  for  me?"  asks  the  soul  in 
anguish,  trying  to  wrest  the^  answer 
from  the  Eternal  Silence  of  the 
sanctuary,  and  from  the  stillness 
the  answer  seems  to  come:  "The 
Royal  Road  of  the  Cross  is  narrow, 
rough  and  thorny,  but  it  is  the  way 
the  Saviour  trod,  and  now  He  asks 
you  to  tread  it  with  Him."  "Will 
it  bring  fame?"  "Ah!  fame  and 
honor  untold  as  Spouse  of  the  King 
of  Kings."  "Happiness?"  "A  hap- 
piness in  the  service  of  others  which 
is  a  foretaste  of  joy  eternal." 
•  Wealth?"  "Yes,  wealth,  for  all 
the  treasures  of  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven  will  be  yours,  and,  then:  — 

"In  a  little  while  Heaven's  light 

shall  dawn 
'Tis  to  this  the  years  hurry,  hurry 

on. 

You  shall  see  the  blest  stretch  their 
hands  and  smile, 

In  a  little  while." 

And  there  is  the  holy  stillness 
of  the  House  of  God,  'neath  the 
ruby  light  which  betokens  the  pre- 
sence of  the  King,  the  choice  was 
made,  and  a  peace  which  the  world 
cannot  give  entered  into  that  soul. 


Young  girl  standing  on  the 
threshold  of  life,  has  this  ever  been 
your  experience?  Have  you  ever 
heard  "  'neath  chancel  light's  glow" 
the  Voice  of  your  Saviour  saying: 
"Come,  follow  Me"  ?  The  road  to 
which  He  points  may  seem  hard, 
and  Pleasure's  siren  lay  may  sound 
loudly  in  your  ears,  but  ah!  refuse 
Him  not;  only  once  this  call  may 
come;  so  if  today  yon  shall  hear 
His  Voice,  harden  not  your  heart; 
but,  with  love  and  gratitude,  whis- 
per to  Him:  "Behold  I  come  quickly 
Lord." 

Sister  M.  L.  Meade,  S.O.S. 


"IF  THOU  WOULDST  BE 
PERFECT." 

"There  are  millions,  eager  to  get 
nearer  to  Him  in  His  Church,  who 
do  not  know  Him.  There  has  been 
no  one  to  teach  them  about  Him.  The 
harvest  indeed  is  white  and  the  la- 
borers few.  And  what  a  labor!  ■  It 
is  bringing  souls,  willing  souls,  safe- 
ly home  to  Him  in  Heaven  out  of  the 
jaws  of  hell.  It  is  being  truly  an- 
other Christ.  To  many  young  hearts 
God  is  whispering:  "Wilt  thou  be 
the  way  and  the  life  for  My  souls, 
and  thyself  be  wholly  Mine?"  Many 
answer  with  a  whole-souled  "Yes." 
Many  other  young  men  He  calls  to 
the  priesthood;  and  maidens  whom 
His  Mother  loves  He  would  draw  to 
consecrate  their  whole  hearts  to  Him 
and  His  little  ones  in  the  cloister. 


Yet  they  cast  their  vocation  aside. 
At  the  age  when  they  are  determin- 
ing their  life  career,  instead  of 
making  serious  prayer  to  find  out 
what  God  wants  them  to  do,  they 
drift  along  until  they  "settle  down 
at  something."  The  young  man  had 
high  desires;  he  quits,  and  starts  life 
by  "making  a  little  money  to  enjoy 
himself."  The  young  girl  must  "see 
a  little  life  and  society  to  know  what 
she  is  giving  up,"  till  worldly  affec- 
tions are  put  by,  until  it  is  too  late 
or  they  are  forgotten.  Worst  of  all, 
some  parents  oppose  their  child's  vo- 
cation! Selfish,  they  will  not  give 
their  sons  and  daughters  to  God,  but 
give  them  gladly  to  the  world.  If 
you  have  felt  an  aspiration  for  a  re- 
ligious life,  son  and  daughter  of  God, 
search  deeply  into  it.  Make  it  a  mat- 
ter of  deep  prayer,  and  if  after  pray- 
er you  find  it  is  truly  God's  voice 
calling  you,  heed  it  and  answer  "Yes." 
Otherwise  at  the  Judgment  Seat, 
what  can  you  answer  for  the  souls 
whom  you  might  have  brought  to 
Him" — but  who  are  lost;  or  for  your 
own  desertion  of  His  closer  love?" 


»J*  »j»  «r»  ►>  »j»  *;»  »j»  ♦*»  »>  »j. .»« »j»  »*»  »j»  »j»  »j.  *j»  »j.  .j.  .j.  »j» 

|  PRAYER  FOR  THE  RIGHT  * 
$  CHOICE  OF  A  STATE  £ 
|  OF  LIFE.  | 

I     0  Thon.  the  God  of  Wis- J 

*  dom  and  Counsel,  Who  dost  *i* 
*j*  perceive  in  my  heart  a  sin- 

*:*  cere  desire  of  pleasing-  Thee  * 
3|  alone,  and  of  conforming* 
%  myself  entirely  to  Thy  most  * 
%  Holy  Will  in  the  choice  of* 

*  my  state  of  life,  grant  me,  I  ❖ 

*  heseeeh  Thee,  through  the  ❖ 

*  .  .  * 

*  intercession  of  the  Blessed* 
*♦*         ,  * 

*  Virgin,  mv  mother,  and  of* 

*  .  * 

*  mv  patron  saints,  especially  * 

*  St.  Joseph  and  St.  Aloysius,  f 

*  '  * 

*  the  grace  to  know  what  state  £ 

*  of  life  I  should  choose,  and  % 
*j*  when  known  to  embrace  it,  * 
|I  so  that  I  may  seek  and  % 
%  spread   therein   Thy   Glory,  * 

work  out  my  salvation,  and  * 
<.  merit  that  reward  in  heaven  * 
$  which   Thou  hast  promised  $ 

*  to  those  who  fulfil  Thv  Di-  * 

*  '  * 

*  vine   Will. — Amen.  ❖ 

t  t 
X  (300  days  indulgence  once  a  <im/.  *:* 
♦j.   —Pope  Pius  X.,  May  2,  1905).  * 

*  * 
♦I*  *J»  *J»  *J*  *J»  *J»   *J*  *J»  ■$«      *J»  *J«  *J*  *J»  *J»  *J»  ***  *J*  *J»  *5»  *$•  *J»  *J« 


THE  CALL  OF  CHRIST. 

I  knelt  in  the  Chapel  all  alone, 
Before    His    Holy,  Sacramental 
Throne, 

My  life,  my  heart,  my  all,  I  gave, 
For  souls,  redeemed  by  His  Blood, 
to  save. 

And  I  prayed  as  I  knelt  in  that  holy 
place, 

That  the  Holy  Spirit,  the  Fountain 
of  Grace, 

Would  descend  with  unction,  'pon  the 

souls  of  all, 
Who  would  come  in  answer  to  the 

call. 

That  steadfast  they'd  remain,  and 

aflame  with  love, 
They'd  go  forth  to  battle  for  God 
above, 

Like  the  valiant,  holy  Apostles  of 
old, 

To  hasten  the  day  of  One  Shepherd, 
One  Fold. 


WHO  SHALL  WE  SEND? 
WHO  SHALL  GO? 

When  we  view  the  crying 
needs  of  our  vast  Home  Mission 
Field  a  feeling  of  bewilderment 
unconsciously  creeps  over  us — 
What  can  be  done  to  enlist  the 
services  of  more  missionaries?  Is 
the  coming  generation  of  young 
Catholic  Canadians  going  to  mea- 
sure up  to  the  mighty  task  with 
which  Mother  Church  is  con- 
fronted? 

We  sincerely  believe  that 
everywhere  missionary  vocations 
are  on  the  increase.  Everywhere 
there  is  evidence  of  popular  in- 
terest in  our  Home  Missions.  The 
Propaganda  of  Catholic  Church 
Extension,  of  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith,  and  of  the  Students' 
Mission  Crusade  is  now  bearing 
fruit. 

Our  repeated  call  for  mission- 
ary vocations  is  being  heard.  For 
through  the  length  and  breadth 
of  Canada  there  are  hundreds  of 
young  Catholic  girls  who,  fac- 
ing the  great,  needs  of  our  Home 
Mission  Field,  are  ready  to  re- 
peat with  the  Prophet  Isaias, 
"And  I  heard  the  Voice  of  the 
Lord  saying:  whom  shall  I  send, 
and  who  shall  go  for  us?  And  I 
said:  Lo,  here  am  T,  send  me." 
(Is.  vi.,  8). 


YOU  HAVE  NOW  AN  OPPORTUNITY  TO  HELP  THE  MISSIONS. 
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Thanks ! 

We  wish  to  render  our  most 
heartfelt  thanks  to  all  those  kind 
friends  of  the  Sisters  of  Service, 
who  have  helped  us  in  so  many 
ways.  God  is  never  outdone  in 
generosity,  and  we  pray  every 
day  that  He  will  reward  your 
charity. 

Send  it  on. 

When  you  have  finished  read- 
ing your  Catholic  paper  or  Mag- 
azine, why  not  send  it  on  to  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Edmonton, 
who  will  in  turn  remail  it  to  some 
Catholic  family  in  the  West  to 
whom  good  reading  matter  is  a 
Godsend.  Every  year  several 
thousand  Catholic  papers  and 
magazines  are  sent  out  from  the 
Catechetical  Centre  in  Edmon- 
ton. These  penetrate  into  the 
most  isolated  regions  of  the  West- 
ern Provinces,  bringing  with 
them  a  message  of  friendliness, 
hope  and  encouragement;  and 
who  can  tell  what  good  they  ac- 
complish. At  present  the  Sisters 
in  Edmonton  are  calling  for  more 
papers,  and  more  magazines,  as 
the  supply  is  running  short. 
Surely  you  will  help.  Just  wrap 
up  your  papers,  and  mail  them  to 
Sisters  of  Service 
11837-85th  Street, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 


A  Good  Book. 

How  much  we  owe  to  good 
books,  and  how  much  trouble  in 
the  world  is  caused  by  bad  books. 
In  our  Hostels  and  Hospitals 
reading  matter  is  always  in  de- 
mand, and  only  too  often  we  are 
unable  to  meet  that  demand. 
Good  story  books, preferably  Ca- 
tholic ones  would  be  so  much  ap- 
preciated, and  would  prevent 
many  hours  of  loneliness  among 
our  Hostel  girls,  and  the  sick  in 
the  Hospitals.  Surely  you  have 
a  book  that  you  have  read,  and 
do  not  need  any  more — if  so, 
pack  it  up  and  send  it  to  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Toronto,  and 
they  will  see  that  it  reaches  one 
of  our  Hostels  or  Hospitals.  God 
will  reward  you  for  it. 


"I  Forgot." 

How  many  times  we  have 
heard  those  words  in  connection 
with  subscriptions  to  the  Field 
at  Home.  "My  subscription  to 
your  Magazine  fell  due  last  Jan- 
uary, but  I  forgot  to  send  it  in. 
It  is  so  easy  to  forget,  but  if  all 
subscribers  forgot,  our  'Tittle 
Field  at  Home"  would  suffer  so 
much  that  it  would  soon  have  to 
give  up.  The  subscription  list  is 
the  life  blood  of  any  Magazine, 
and  if  that  stream  runs  thin,  then 
the  body  becomes  so  weak  and 
anemic  that  it  is  unable  to  do  its 
work.  We  know  that  you  are  in- 
terested in  our  Missionary  En- 
deavour, so  will  you  show  that 
interest  by  renewing  your  sub- 
scription. 


I  -A  your  subscription  to  the  Field  at  Home  falls  due 
J  with  this  issue,  would  it  be  asking  you  too  much 
to  continue  your  interest  in  the  missionary  endeavour 
by  sending  us  a  renewal?  This  is  an  easy  way  to 
help  the  Mission  cause. 

Subscription  rate,  $1.00  per  year. 


PLEASE    RENEW    YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION 


Barter  Your  Silver  for  Souls 


One  Million  Canadian  Dimes 

FOR  THE 

Catholic  and  National  Endeavour 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service 


A  campaign  to  collect  one  million  climes 
throughout  Canada  is  now  on.  The  char- 
acter of  the  offering,  the  smallness  of  the 
sum  asked  of  each,  and  the  nature  of  our 
work,  should  make  this  appeal  popular. 
That  the  Catholic  and  national  end  of  the 
S.O.S.  should  be  helped  by  Canadian  dimes 
— the  most  popular  unit  of  Canadian  cur- 
rency— is  expressive  of  its  Dominion-wide 
appeal. 

The  dime  is  undoubtedly  the  most  cur- 
rent unit  of  Canadian  money.  Our  desire 
to  build  up  the  S.O.S.  on  this  accumulation 
of  dimes  gathered  from  the  rank  and  file  of 
our  Catholic  Canadians  is  expressive  of  the 
Catholic  and  national  ideal  our  work  stands 
for.  Is  it  not  appropriate  that  an  institute 
founded  for  the  welfare  of  the  new  Catholic 
Canadians  should  be  supported  by  Canadian 
silver   collected   through    the    length  and 


breadth  of  our  land?  This  consecration  of 
Canadian  dimes  to  our  Canadian  Mission- 
ary work  will  have,  we  are  confident,  a  wide 
appeal. 

Who  cannot  give  a  dime?  And  who 
would  refuse  a  dime?  The  difficulty  is  how 
to  reach  those  willing  prospective  contribut- 
ors. A  wide  and  organized  distribution  of 
our  Dime-Savers  will  help  us  to  solve  the 
problem.  So  we  need  interested  souls  who 
will  act  as  "captains"  in  this  Dime-Saver 
Campaign. 

Write  and  ask  us  to  send  you  some 
Dime-Savers — to  spread  among  your  friends 
and  relatives. 

N.B. — Every  one  who  fills  a  Dime-Saver 
is  entitled  to  receive  free  for  one  year  our 
illustrated  Quarterly  Bulletin — The  Field 
at  Home. 


One  Mill  ion  Canadian  Dimes 
to  be  collected  for  the  S.O.S. 

It  can  be  done! 


"/  have  come  to  serve" 


teter*  of  S>erbtce 


/9ff^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
(IL  home-mission  field.  As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
^■■^  WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 

settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


The 
Sisters 

of  ■ 
Service 
Need 
Canada 


Halifax,  N.S   Port  Work 

Quebec,  Que  Port  Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Hostel 

Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 


Camp  Morton,  Man  2  Schools 

Edmonton,  xMta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton,  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital  and  School 

Edson,  Alta  Hospital 


Vancouver,  B.C  Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some   Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  To- 
ronto, it  is  not  in  any  sense  for 
Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the  whole 
Dominion.  One  needs  but  two 
qualities,  love  of  God  and  love  of 
Canada,  to  become  interested  in  the 
the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

►£<  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.  .  .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope." 

Timothy  Casey, 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

►£<  O.  E.  Mathieu, 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leaky, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J<  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


"2  have  come  to  serve" 
success  of 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
*%*  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them   at   their  work   as   soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

I  congratulate  the  League  on  the 
nation-wide  benefit  it  has  brought 
to  the  Church  by  financing  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  This  is  an  effort 
to  assist  Catholic  immigrants  in  their 
spiritual  needs  to  make  them  feel  that 
the  Church  in  Canada  welcomes  them,  and  to  aid 
them  in  their  efforts  to  become  Canadian  citizens." 
— Archbishop  McNeil,  in  the  Canadian  League, 
January,  1927. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrant  girls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work. — E.  W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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The  G  reatest  business 


THE  greatest  "business"  on  earth  is  that  very 
one  to  which  the  Divine  Child  alluded  to 
when,  found  in  the  temple  by  His  Sorrowful 
Mother,  He  said  to  her:    "How  is  it  that  you 
sought  me  ?    Did  you  not  know,  that  I  must  be 
about  my  Father's  business?" 

The  Father's  business  is  the  salvation  of  man- 
kind through  the  ministrations  of  the  Church. 
The  propagation  of  the  Church  is  therefore  the 
greatest  and  the  most  important  business  in  which 
man  can  interest  himself.  After  all,  is  it  not  the 
"business"  of  man's  eternal  welfare? — the  most 
important,  as  it  is  necessarily  related  to  his  real 
happiness  on  earth  and  reaches  beyond  the  grave 
into  the  realm  of  eternity. 

To  share  in  our  Father's  Business  we  must  in- 
vest some  capital.  The  greatest  asset  one  can 
bring  to  this  spiritual  enterprise  is  undoubtedly 
life  itself.  Human  life  is  everything.  It  means 
what  is  most  substantial  and  most  dear  to  us  all. 
Man  is  ready  to  sacrifice  anything  for  "life."  And 
did  not.  the  Master  say,  "Greater  love  than  this  no 
man  hath,  that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his 
friends."    (Jo.  xv,  13). 

So  the  highest  form  of  investment  in  the  busi- 
ness of  the  Church  is  that  of  one's  own  life.  The 
days,  the  years  that  number  that  life  become  as 
many  golden  or  colored  threads  woven  into  the 
tapestry  of  the  Church.  The  time  of  a  missionary 
belongs  entirely  to  God.  The  "Father's  business" 
is  his  "only"  business.  All  that  he  is,  all  that  he 
has,  is  invested  in  the  saving  of  souls — "the  only 
one  thing  necessary" — as  the  Master  declared. 

But  it  is  not  given  to  everyone  to  place  in 
the  Father's  Business  this  investment  of  one's  own 
life.   Only  those  who  are  called  by  vocation  to  do 


so  are  able  to  leave  everything  and  follow  the 
Master  into  the  Mission  Field.  The  complete  de- 
dication of  life  to  a  missionary  endeavour  is  a 
work  of  divine  grace. 

Yet  every  Catholic  can  invest  something  of 
his  life  in  this  greatest  of  all  businesses.  The  great- 
est asset  one  can  bring  to  Our  Father's  work  is 
prayer.  On  prayer  hinges  the  advent  of  His 
Kingdom.  Every  day  we  are  asked  to  say  with 
the  Master :  Thy  kingdom  come  !  On  prayer  de- 
pends vocations:  Pray  ye,  therefore,  the  Father 
that  He  may  send  laborers  into  the  Field.  Through 
prayer  comes  the  grace  needed  in  this  work  where 
efforts  of  man  are  of  no  value  if  they  do  not  rest 
on  and  are  not  supported  by  divine  grace — "Un- 
less the  Lord  build  the  house,  they  labour  in  vain 
that  build  it,"  (Ps.  126). 

To  prayer  we  must,  to  be  logical,  add  a  share 
of  our  earnings.  Money  is  the  reward  of  life's 
labour.  Our  income,  no  matter  how  small  it  may 
be,  is  the  price  of  work,  of  life's  effort.  To  give 
therefore  our  money  to  the  missionary  endeavors 
of  the  Church  is  an  investment  in  Her  great  busi- 
ness. Since  we  are  not  able  to  give  all  our  life 
to  it  we  can  at  least  give  something  of  that  life 
by  contributing  part  of  the  fruits  of  its  labour. 
When  one,  therefore,  gives  money  to  a  missionary 
cause  he  gives  something  of  his  life.  This  is  an 
investment  which  carries  with  it  the  highest  re- 
turns and  the  greatest  guarantee  of  security. 

The  Catholic  who  is  too  thoughtless  or  too 
selfish  to  invest  in  the  great  business  of  our  Hea- 
venly Father  a  prayer  and  a  part  of  his  earnings 
is  not  worthy  of  his  Faith.  He  lives  in  the  Church 
as  "a  parasite,"  receiving  everything  and  giving 
nothing  in  return.    How  can  he  expect  to  enjoy 
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throughout  eternity  the  Kingdom 
of  God  when  during  his  life  lie 
has  failed  to  work  for  the  ex- 
tension of  that  Kingdom  on 
earth?  Unfortunately  too  many 
Catholics  are  experimenting  with 
the  pleasures  and  luxuries  of  life, 
forgetting  as  days  and  years  slip 
by  that  the  true  experiment  of 
life  is  missed.  They  are  wrongly 
investing  their  capital,  not  count- 
ing on  the  final  crash  that  must 
come  with  death.  They  will  then 
find  that  their  life  investments 
are  but  "paper  values."  Years 
have  been  wasted  because  noth- 
ing of  the  Father's  business  have 
entered  into  them. 

The  point  we  now  wish  to  make 
in  conclusion  of  these  remarks  is 
this.  The  Sisters  of  Service  are 
investing  their  "lives"  in  the 
great  business  of  our  Heavenly 
Father.  Their  service  in  our 
great  Home  Mission  Field  is  "a 
life  service."  To  see  their  mis- 
sionary dreams  come  true  they 
need  your  help.  Is  it,  therefore, 
asking  you  too  much  to  invest 
your  prayers  and  your  money  in 
that  sacred  cause  of  the  conser- 
vation and  propagation  of  the 
Church  in  Canada.  This  is  the 
highest  and  surest  form  of  invest- 
ment in  the  greatest  business — 
the  business  of  our  Heavenly  Fa- 
ther. Without  this  sharing  in 
the  missionary  endeavours  of  the 
Church  our  Catholic  life  cannot 
be  fully  justified. 

G.  DALY,  C.SS.K, 


"You  will  pass  through  this 
world  but  once.  Any  good  thing, 
therefore,  that  you  can  do,  or 
any  kindness  that  you  can  show 
to  any  human  being,  you  had 
better  do  it  now." 


The  Ratio  of  Our  Charity. 

"The  Son  of  Man  is  come  to 
save  that  which  was  lost.  What 
think  you  .'  If  a  man  have  a  hun- 
dred sheep,  and  one  of  them 
should  go  astray:  doth  he  not 
leave  the  ninety-nine  in  the  moun- 
tains, and  go  to  seek  that  which 
is  gone  astray?  And  if  it  so  be 
that  he  find  it.  Amen,  I  say  to 
you,  he  rejoiceth  more  for  that 
than  for  the  ninety-nine  that 
went  not  astray."  (Math,  xviii., 
11-18). 

These  words  of  our  divine  Mas- 
ter reveal  the  burning  zeal  of  his 
Sacred  Heart.  They  give  us  a 
sense  of  proportion  in  the  exer- 
cise of  our  own  zeal  for  the  salva- 
tion of  souls.  The  most  aban- 
doned ones  of  the  Hock  have  a 
first  claim  on  our  charity. 

Should  we  not  conclude  from 
this  example  and  doctrine  of  our 
Divine  Shepherd  that  our  Poor 
Western  Missions — where  souls 
are  "going  astray"— have  a  first 
claim  upon  the  exercise  of  our 
Christian  Charity.  According  to 
the  Master  the  ratio  is  one  to 
ninety-nine.  Could  anything  he 
plainer  and  stronger .' 

Think  it  out  yourselves. 


Our  Blind  Spots. 

On  the  map  of  Western  Can- 
ada there  exist  for  the  Church 
certain  blind  spots.  We  meaji  to 
say  that  there  are  certain  sections 
where  the  Church  practically  does 
not  yet  function  in  a  normal  way. 
No  cross  that  rises  triumphantly 
over  the  church  or  chapel;  no 
Catholic  school    to    gather  the 


lambs  to  instruct,  guide  the  faith- 
ful and  minister  the  Sacraments 
unto  them;  these  are  the  marks 
of  our  "blind  spots."  The  am- 
bition of  our  Canadian  Catholics 
should  be  to  wipe  off  the  map  these 
spots.  Their  interest  in  and  their 
generosity  to  the  Home  Mission 
Field  will  help  the  Church  "to 
enlighten  them  that  sit  in  dark- 
ness and  in  the  shadow  of  death." 
(Luke  I.,  79.). 


All  Is  Not  Quiet  on  the  Western 
Front. 

The  perusal  of  the  recent  is- 
sues of  non-Catholic  missionary 
magazines  will  soon  convince  the 
reader  of  a  recrudescence  of  ac- 
tivity in  their  various  "church- 
es" on  our  Western  Front.  They 
are  making  a  "dead  set"  on  the 
foreign  element  in  our  cities  and 
throughout  the  Prairie  Provinces. 
At  the  ports  of  entry  they  now 
have  representatives  who  speak 
the  foreign  languages  and  in  the 
field  they  have  enlisted  the  ser- 
vices of  recruits  taken  from 
among  the  New  Canadians,  and 
who  work  among  their  own 
people. 

Although  the  battle  for  the 
mastery  of  the  soul  of  the  immi- 
grant is  not  as  noisy  and  as  open 
as  a  few  decades  ago,  yet  it  is  as 
active,  if  not  more  active,  than 
ever.  Our  losses  have  been  great. 
These  will  still  be  greater  if  we 
are  not  up  and  doing  to  meet  the 
emergencies  of  the  hour. 


An  Important  International 
Gathering. 

On  July  14th  several  communi- 
ties of  recent  foundation  are 
gathering  in  Salzburg,  under  the 
presidency  of  the  Prince  Ghika. 
Archbishop  of  Salzburg,  to  for- 
mulate plans  of  an  international 
federation.  The  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice have  been  invited  to  attend. 


"Charity  blesses  him  that  gives  and  him  that  takes. 
But  of  the  two,  he  most  profits  who  gives  for  charity's 
sake." 

Bishop  F.  Kelley,  of  Oklahoma. 


NOTHING  MAKES  US  SO  PROSPEROUS  IN  THIS  WORLD  AS  OUR  ALMS." — St.  Francis  de  Sales. 
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Since  the  war  particularly, 

several  communities,  without  any 
inter  -  communication  whatever, 
have  been  founded  in  different 
countries  along  the  same  lines  as 
the  Sisters  of  Service.  Does  not 
tins  clearly  show  an  evolution 
among  our  religious  orders  which 
manifests  the  divine  vitality  of 
.Mother  Church.  Life,  to  be  vig- 
orous, must  have  a  element  of 
permanency  combined  with  a 
force  of  adaptation.  This  gives 
•to  it  stability  and  renewed  youth. 

These  new  orders  that  are  con- 
vening in  Salzburg  have  been  in- 
stituted to  meet  the  actual  needs 
of  our  complex  society.  England, 
Holland,  Germany,  France, 
Czechoslovakia,  Spain  and  Italy 
conditions  have  so  changed  that 
the  need  has  been  everywhere 
felt,  that  the  old  problems  have 
to  be  attacked  and  solved  in  a 
new  way.  This  has  brought  into 
existence  these  various  modern 
communities.  Feeling  that  there 
are  many  tilings  they  have  in 
common,  they  are  meeting  in 
Salzburg,  under  the  presidency 
of  the  Prince  Archbishop. 

This  meeting  brings  into  evi- 
dence the  foundation  in  Canada 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Viewed 
in  the  cold  grey  light  of  facts  the 
S.O.S.,  like  other  similar  founda- 
tions in  Europe  and  in  America, 
was  born  under  the  pressure  and 
stress  of  events.  To  understand 
this  one  has  to  recapture  as  it 
were,  that  atmosphere  which  pre- 
vailed throughout  our  Dominion 
a  few  decades  ago,  at  the  period 
of  intense  immigration. 

The  tremendous  influx  of  Ca- 
tholic immigrants  has  placed  the 
Church  in  presence  of  arduous 
problems.  The  preservation  of 
the  Faith  among  these  thousands 
and  thousands  of  her  children  is 
the  momentous  task  which 
prompted  the  foundation  of  the 
missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service. 


Flaming  Youth. 

Perhaps  heroism,  as  a  deliber- 
ate plan  of  life,  is  not  often 
enough    proposed     to  modern 


youth.  It  might  prove  far  more 
attractive  than  virtuous  medio- 
crity. A  comfortable  compromise 
between  worldliness  and  the  Cross 
is  a  standard  that  does  not  ap- 
peal to  the  best  instincts  of  the 
young  heart.  If  youth  is  in  re- 
volt, it  is  mainly  against  that 
standard. 

Youth  will  always  be  Flaming 
Youth,  but  the  flame  can  be  the 
fire  of  the  chivalry  of  Christ. 
Youth  will  be  always  prodigal, 
but  not  necessarily  in  an  evil  way. 
It  can  be  a  noble  spendthrift, 
squandering  the  splendid  years  in 
the  tine  folly  of  the  Cross. 

We  do  not  say  that  the  life  of 
a  priest  or  religious,  at  home  or 
on  the  missions,  is  inevitably 
heroic.  But  such  a  life  offers  op- 
port  unties  frequently  for  sacri- 
fice, sometimes  for  heroism. 


The  Ought-to-be's  And  The 
Fallen-Aways. 

In  a  recent  article  in  "Amer- 
ica," Father  Garesche,  S.J., 
speaks  of  "the  wan,  blue  distance 
where  the  ought-to-be's  and 
fallen-aways  dimly  wander,  some 
of  them  never  to  return  to  their 
rightful  Mother."  Is  not  our 
great  AVest  the  land  "par  excel- 
lence" of  that  "wan,  blue  dis- 
tance," where  so  many  ought-to- 
be  and  fallen-away  Catholics 
dimly  wander?  How  many 
names  whose  very  lineage  sug- 
gests "Catholicity"  to  our  mem- 
ory are  to  be  found  on  the  roster 
of  non-Catholic  churches?  How 
many  have  grown  indifferent  to 
all  religious  practices  and  will 
candidly  admit  that  they  "should 
by  right  be  Catholics."  This  fact 
so  prevalent  throughout  the  West 
has  made  it  the  land  of  "spiri- 
tual tragedies." 

There  are  many  reasons  given 
as  an  explanation  to  this  fact. 
The  principal  ones  in  our  mind  is 
the  predominance  of  the  economic 
factor  in  the  lives  of  our  Wes- 
terners. Whether  it  be  in  the 
struggle  for  existence  or  the  en- 
joyment of  easy  and  rapidly  ac- 
quired wealth  in  a  new  country, 


the  mind  of  the  settler  is  obsessed 
with  the  idea  of  material  pros- 
perity. The  spiritual  values  of  life 
become  secondary  and  gradually 
recede  into  the  background— 
and  there-on  hangs  the  tale  of 
many  soul-tragedies  we  to-day  be- 
wail. 


"The  Lone  Company." 

A  non-Catholic's  tribute  to  the 
Caandian  Ma  rtyrs : 

"In  all  Canada's  history  there 
is  no  page  that  glows  with  such  a 
clear  flame  of  courage  and  devo- 
tion as  the  story  of  the  early 
Jesuit  missionaries.  They  were  a 
lone  company  always,  knowing  no 
companionship,  needing  no  sym- 
pathy, moving  always  forward 
before  the  pioneers.  The  path 
they  trod  led  into  endless  wastes, 
unknown,  untried,  unfriendly, 
where  ease  and  comfort,  the  sure 
promise  of  life,  were  left  behind 
to  be  replaced  by  hardship  and 
loneliness,  and  in  the  end  a  tor- 
tured death. 

Their  cause  was  great,  so  they 
gave  greatly ;  yet  through  those 
weary  years  of  seed-time  it  was 
theirs  to  know  that  the  harvest 
they  looked  for  lay  beyond  the 
horizon  of  their  lives. 

A  great  Church  is  canonizing 
some  of  that  company,  adding 
them  to  the  great  company  of 
martyrs  of  all  time.  And  even 
we  of  other  creeds,  who  look  at 
their  lives  and  work  perhaps 
from  a  different  angle  of  vision, 
may  well  keep  the  memory  of 
these  men  as  a  living  thing 
within  the  heart. 

Most  of  us.  even  with  a  sure 
goal  in  sight,  are  laggard  givers, 
making  our  sacrifices  diffidently. 
These  men  held  back  not  at  all — 
all  that  they  had,  down  to  the 
last  poor  quiver  of  tortured  flesh, 
they  gave  unstintingly. 

We  take  pride  in  a  courage  so 
great,  in  a  devotion  so  profound, 
in  a  gift  so  boundless.  In  mom- 
ents of  vision  we  can  almost  see 
how  much  even  a  few  such  men-- 
who  could  give  their  all  so  lav- 
ishly—  could  mean  to  Canada."  - 
The  Canadian  Magazine. 


"GIVE  TO  HIM  THAT  ASKETH  OF  THEE."— Matt.  V. 
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"Fear  them,  ye  mighty  ones  of 
earth;  fear  them,  ye  demon 
foes ; 

Slay  them  and  think  to  conquer, 
but  their  ranks  will  always 
close ; 

In  vain  do  earth  and  hell  unite 
their  powers  and  skill  to  try, 

They  fight  better  for  their  wounds, 
and  they  conquer  when  they 
die." 

A  June  morning  in  Rome,  the 
city  of  martyrs,  and  as  the  sun 
rises  higher  in  the  sky  it  bur- 
nishes into  brightest  gold  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's,  wherein  are 
assembled  a  vast  crowd  of  all 
countries  and  all  tongues,  to  be 
present  when  eight  glorious  mar- 
tyrs of  the  invincible  Society  of 
Jesus,  are  solemnly  declared  by 
Christ's  regent  upon  earth  to  be 
Saints  of  God.  A  day  of  triumph 
when  a  company  of  the  Church's 
bravest  soldiers  are  enrolled 
among  the  serried  ranks  of  God's 
saints  in  heaven  and  on  earth, 
taking  their  places  in  that  all- 
conquering  phalanx  whose  red 
banner  shows  that  Christ-like 
they  died  that  men  might  live. 

"'The  white-robed  army  of 
martyrs  praise  Thee,"  rings  out 
as  the  Te  Deum  ech<  es  from  the 
mighty  dome  of  St.  Peter's  on  St. 
Peter's  festal  day,  to  reverberate 
through  the  Church  and  world, 
as  if  the  words  came  from  the 
very  picture  of  the  martyred 
saints,  rayed  in  glittering  lights. 

Then  the  bells  of  Rome  take  up 
the  story  of  Cross  and  Victory, 
and  from  tower  and  campanile 
high  up  amid  the  dark  blue  sky 
they  tell  the  heroic  story  of  Can- 
ada's martyrs,  and  in  a  burst  of 
clashing  melody  ring  out  a 
triumphant  peal  in  honour  of 
those  honoured  by  God  and  men, 
sounding  a  challenge  to  the  pow- 
ers infernal  who  were  beaten  and 
hurled  back  to  Hell  by  this  little 
missionary  band,  the  first  of 
whom,  in  this  very  month  of 
June  landed  at  Quebec,  a  little 
over  three  hundred  years  ago. 

But   now  the  bells    of  Rome 


sound  a  sadder  and  more  plain- 
tive strain,  recalling  the  deaths 
of  these  brave  sons  of  St.  Igna- 
tius, whose  dying  eyes  saw  only 
seeming  failure  all  around  them. 
They  tell  of  that  brave  Norman 
knight,  Jean  de  Brebeuf,  whose 
ancestors  fought  at  Hastings,  and 
took  part  in  the  Crusade  of  St. 
Louis,  and  from  the  English 
branch  of  whose  family  is  de- 
scended the  premier  peer  of  Eng- 
land, the  Duke  of  Norfolk  — the 
mighty  Brebeuf  refusing  to  es- 
cape with  the  women  and  child- 
ren from  the  hamlet  of  St.  Louis, 
and  expiring  with  his  friend  and 
companion  Gabriel  Lalemant  tin- 
der the  most  frightful  tortures 
that  Satan  could  suggest  to  the 
imagination  of  the  Iroquois. 

Then  more  pathetic  sound  the 
bells  as  they  speak  of  Gabriel 
Lalemant.  the  refined  Parisian, 
weak  from  childhood,  who  like 
his  companion  Brebeuf,  made  a 
solemn  promise  each  morning  to 
bear  patiently  all  insults,  injuries 
and  sufferings  "'for  the  greater 
glory  of  God"  He,  too,  died  as 
Brebeuf,  but  by  slower  and  per- 
haps more  awful  tortures  than 
his  companion,  for  Brebeuf  lived 
less  than  four  hours  under  tor- 
ture, while  Lalemant  survived  it 
for  nearly  seventeen. 

In  letters  brighter  than  any 
sunlight  stands  out  the  name  of 
Isaac  Jogues,  who  escaped  from 
his  captors  with  a  broken  shoul- 
der and  mutilated  hands,  the  re- 
sults of  terrible  months  of  tor- 
ture, and  yet  went  back  to  the 
Indians,  his  desire  for  suffering 
witli  Christ  still  unslaked,  to 
pluck  from  the  hands  of  incar- 
nate fiends  the  palm  of  martyr- 
dom. There,  too,  is  the  glorious 
name  of  Antoine  Daniel,  who 
amid  the  burning  and  massacre  of 
St.  Joseph's  went  fearlessly 
about  baptising  and  absolving 
his  stricken  flock,  and  with  the 
words,  "brothers  to-day  we  shall 
be  in  heaven,"  received  his  death 
wound. 


Among  the  new  saints  there 
also  stands  Noel  Chabanel,  who 
fleeing  with  his  flock  into  the 
forest  before  the  dread  Iroquois, 
was  outrun  by  his  companions, 
and  wandering  around  alone, 
died,  unseen  by  mortal  eye,  of 
exhaustion  and  starvation  or  slain 
by  the  hand  of  an  apostate.  And 
Charles  Garnier,  who  died  while 
blessing  his  converts  who  awaited 
death  around  him.  Then  last 
there  comes  Rene  Goupil  and 
Jean  de  la  Lande,  companions  of 
Father  Jogues,  who  like  him  re- 
ceived the  bright  crown  of  mar- 
tyrdom. 

The  work  they  had  done,  the 
sufferings  they  had  undergone,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world  seemed  as 
nothing.  Devil-possessed  men  had 
killed  them,  but  as  each  one  died 
the  demons  grovelled  horror- 
struck,  for  death  had  given  a  ten- 
fold life,  and  raised  up  against 
the  infernal  powers  adversaries  a 
thousand  times  stronger  than  be- 
fore, whose  flashing  swords 
should  smite  and  send  them,  like 
craven  curs,  shuddering  back  to 
Hell,  whose  prayers  would  snatch 
from  their  talons  a  multitude  of 
souls.  "Ego  sum  resurrectio  et 
vita. ' '  There  is  no  death  for  such 
as  these,  only  a  life  everlasting 
to  be  spent  "Ad  majorem  Dei 
Gloriam"  on  earth  and  in  heaven, 
bringing  benediction  and  salva- 
tion to  the  fair  land  of  Canada. 

And  now  the  bells  of  Rome  are 
hushed  and  the  sweet  chimes  of 
our  country  take  up  the  refrain, 
and  from  a  thousand  spires  which 
like  jewels  stud  the  land,  there 
rings  out  the  story  of  the  all- 
conquering  Faith  of  Christ, 
which  now  stands  triumphant, 
the  fruit  of  the  blood  of  martyrs, 
proclaiming  a  wondrous  proph- 
ecy that  in  no  far  off  day  Canada 
will  proudly  take  her  place  as 
one  of  the  most  Catholic  nations 
on  God's  earth. 

Then  for  a  brief  space  there  is 
silence,  but  soon  the  bells  burst 
forth  again,  and  at  the  sound  of 
the  Angelus  the  Queen  of  the 
.Martyrs  stands  in  the  evening  sky 
to  bless  this  fair  land  of  ours. 

R.  S.  Meade. 


BECOME  MISSION -MINDED. 
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A  Memorable  Day. 

May  7th  will  be  long  remember- 
ed by  those  Sisters  who  had  the 
pleasure  and  honour  of  being  pres- 
ent at  the  .consecration  of  Bishop 
Murray  in  old  St.  Ann's  Church, 
Montreal.  Ceremonies  such  as  these 
raise  one  for  the  time  being  to  a 
higher  plane,  and  make  one  think 
that  Heaven  is  not  so  far  away  af- 
ter all,  for  one  can  almost  catch  its 
distant  music,  and  glimpse  its 
grandeur  in  the  wonderful  pagean- 
try which  mark  the  great  cere- 
monies of  the  Church.  Tears  come 
to  the  eyes  unbidden  as  the  mean- 
ing of  the  solemn  ritual  unfolds 
itself,  but  they  are  tears  of  joy 
when  one  realizes  its  beauty,  and 
all  it  means. 

On  May  18th,  the  Sisters  at  the 
Motherhouse  and  the  Noviciate, 
were  privileged  in  receiving  a  visit 
from  His  Lordship,  Bishop  Murray, 
before  his  departure  for  the  West. 
It  was  a  farewell  visit,  and  fare- 
wells are  always  sad.  However,  we 
consoled  ourselves  in  the  thought 
that  our  loss  will  be  Victoria's  gain. 
To  the  new  Bishop  we  wish  God's 
choicest  blessings.  May  his  years 
be  many  and  fruitful! 
Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help. 

June  2  2nd,  the  feast  of  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Help  was  the  patronal 
feast  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  On 
that  day  Mass  was  celebrated  at 


the  Motherhouse  by  Rt. 
Reverend  Alexander  Mac- 
Donald,  and  at  the  No- 
vitiate by  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Daly,  C.SS.R.  In 
the  evening  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Daly  gave  Benediction,  and 
spoke  a  few  words  recommending 
all  the  Sisters  present  and  absent 
to  the  care  of  Our  Blessed  Mother 
under  the  title  of  Perpetual  Help. 
On  these  days  the  bond  which  binds 
the  Sisters  at  home  with  the  Sisters 
on  the  Missions  is  strengthened, 
for  we  all  kneel  united  in  spirit  at 
the  feet  of  that  Holy  Mother,  and 
receive  her  blessing  on  our  work. 
It  is  with  renewed  courage  that  we 
face  life  again  after  we  have  felt, 
her  gentle  touch. 

"So  at  the  mercy  seat 

Bow  we  the  knee 
Sate  are  they,  Mary, 
Who  trust  in  thee." 
A  Welcome  Visitor. 

On  May  27th,  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  Toronto,  received  a  joyful 
surprise — a  visit  from  Reverend  A. 
T.  Coughlin,  C.SS.R.,  the  newly- 
appointed  Rector  of  Woodstock, 
and  one  of  the  Fathers  and  Found- 
ers of  our  Congregation.  Father 
Coughlin  received  a  most  hearty 
welcome,  and  here's  hoping  that 
his  visits  to  us  now  will  be  more 
frequent.  In  his  new  sphere  of  ac- 
tion the  Sisters  wish  Father  Cough- 
lin every  success.  May  God  bless 
his  every  endeavour. 
Knights  of  the  Road. 

During  the  last  days  of  May  two 
Sisters  left  Toronto  in  order  to 
speak  in  various  centres  on  the 
work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
They  visited  Tottenham,  Colgan, 
Alliston,  Orillia,  Midland  and  Pene- 
tanguishene,  and  at  every  place  re- 
ceived a  most  kind  and  enthusiastic 
welcome  from  Pastor  and  people. 
The  object  of  their  travelling  was 
to  place  before  the  people,  particu- 
larly the  young  girls,  the  aims  and 


objects  of  the  S.O.S.  and  even  to 
inspire  them  to  give  their  lives  in 
such  a  noble  cause;  for  the  Field  is 
now  white  witli  the  harvest,  and 
the  labourers  are  so  very  few. 

Our  Garden  Party. 

Anyone  passing  by  our  Noviciate 
on  the  afternoon  or  evening  of 
June  21st,  would  have  wondered 
what  was  happening — gay  decora- 
tions, brightly-coloured  booths, 
lights  festooned  through  the  trees 
all  lent  an  air  of  enchantment  to 
the  garden,  and  made  it  look  like 
a  little  corner  of  Fairy  Land.  It 
was  the  day  of  our  garden  party, 
and  the  scene  was  a  bright  and 
busy  one.  To  the  various  Parish 
sodalities  who  gave  so  freely  of 
their  time  in  order  to  make  the 
party  a  success,  and  to  the  firms 
who  so  generously  contributed 
goods  in  kind  we  wish  to  render 
our  most  heartfelt  thanks. 
Canada's  Saints. 

On  June  29th  eight  heroic  mar- 
tyr missionaries  will  receive  the 
highest  honours  Holy  Mother 
Church  can  bestow,  and  Canada 
will  receive  her  first  saints.  The 
lives  of  these  men  so  full  of  self- 
sacrifice  serve  as  an  inspiration  to 
the  missionaries  of  the  present  day, 
for  freely  they  gave,  even  their 
very  lives,  that  others  might  find 
life  eternal.  "Martyrs  of  Canada, 
pray  for  our  country,  and  give  us, 
her  missionaries,  a  little  of  your 
zeal  that  counted  death  as  nothing 
in  order  to  save  souls." 

As  we  go  to  press  the  sad  news 
comes  to  us  of  the  death  of  Father 
Raymond  Cloran,  S.J.,  who  gave 
his  life  in  order  to  save  two  girls 
from  drowning,  and  the  thought 
comes  to  mind  that  as  love  is  the 
measure  of  our  sacrifice,  then  he, 
worthy  son  of  St.  Ignatius,  gave  to 
the  fullest  extent  possible,  for 
"greater  love  than  this  no  man 
hath,  that  a.  man  lay  down  his  life 
lor  his  friend." 


'HE  ALWAYS  WINS  WHO  SIDES  WITH  GOD." — Father  Faber. 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field 


Bird's  Eye  View  of  Sisters  of  Service  Work  Throughout  Canada 


MAY  1st,  1929  TO  APRIL  30th.  1930 


Halifax,  N.S. — At  Halifax  the 
Sisters  are  on  duty  at  the  Pier  and 
meet  every  immigrant  boat  that 
comes  in.  A  large  number  of  the 
newcomers  are  Catholics,  and  the 
Sisters  form,  as  it  were,  the  first 
contact  with  the  Catholic  Church  in 
a  new  country. 

The  figures  given  by  the  Sisters 
in  their  last  annual  report  are  as 
follows: 

Number  of  steamships  met.  .  219 

Total  number  of  Immigrants 
(of  which  22,400  were  Ca- 
tholics   38,974 

Number   of   visits    made  to 

those  detained  at  the  Pier  319 

Number  of  marriages  ar- 
ranged   10 

Visits  to  Immigration  Hospi- 
tal   109 

Number  of  persons  referred 
to  priests  and  C.W.L.  in 
the  places  of  final  destina- 
tion   4,106 

The  Sisters  in  Halifax  also  work 
among  the  poor  in  their  homes,  and 
visit  the  various  City  Hospitals. 
Their  report  shows  5  3  visits  made 
to  these  institutions. 


Quebec. — From  the  end  of  April 
until  the  end  of  November  every 
year  two  Sisters  of  Service  are  sta- 
tioned in  Quebec  in  order  to  meet 
the  incoming  boats,  and  to  assist 
the  immigrant.  Last  year's  report 
shows  5,9  0  8  persons  referred  to 
Priests  or  members  of  the  C.W.L. 
and  4,750  Catholic  newspapers  and 
magazines  distributed  at  the  Port. 


Montreal. — In  Montreal  the  Sis- 
ters are  in  charge  of  the  Catholic 
Hostel  for  immigrant  girls.  Here 
an  immense  amount  of  work  was  ac- 


complished during  the  past  year  as 
the  following  figures  show: 
Immigrants  registered   ....  469 

Meals  served   31,176 

Beds  provided   9,0  20 

Girls  placed  in  positions.  .  .  .  597 

Trains  met    419 

Travelers'  Aid  cases    4  60 


Toronto. — Hostel  for  immigrant 
girls.  The  Hostels  in  the  big  cities 
are  trying  to  take  the  place  of  the 
home  to  the  little  immigrant  girls 
who  are  coming  to  Canada  from 
overseas.  To  the  Hostels  they 
come  when  out  of  work,  sick,  or  in 
need  of  help.  The  Sisters  are  their 
confidants  and  friends,  and  many 
a  tragedy  has  been  averted  through 
their  timely  intervention.  In  the 
annual  report  for  the  Toronto  Hos- 
tel the  figures  are  as  follows: 

Immigrants   443 

Meals  served   3  2,916 

Beds  provided  10,940 

Placements    706 

Visits  to  sick  in  hospital..  330 
Interviews  (approx.)    9,021 


-Hostel  for  Im- 


Winnipeg,  Man. 

migrant    girls.        Annual  report 

shows: 

Immigrants   37 

Meals  served   15,320 

Beds  provided    5,381 

Girls   placed    180 

Trains  met    61 

Visits  to  sick    8  9 

Converts  instructed    5 

In  order  to  keep  in  touch  with 
the  girls,  and  in  some  measure  to 
counteract  the  influence  of  dance 
halls  and  other  public  places  of 
amusement  the  Sisters  of  Service  in 
all  their  Hostels  endeavour  to  have 
as  many  social  functions  as  possible. 


Christmas,  St.  Patrick's  Day,  East- 
er, Hallowe'en,  etc.,  are  the  occa- 
sion of  a  party,  and  these  are  al- 
ways well  attended. 


Camp  Morton,  Man. — In  Camp 
Morton  the  Sisters  of  Service  are 
teaching  in  two  public  schools;  they 
also  do  social  work  in  the  distric  t. 


Edmonton,  Alta.,  Catholic  Hostel. 

— The  Hostel  in  Edmonton  has  just 
completed  its  first  year  of  existence, 
and  has  already  shown  its  value. 
Their  annual  report  shows: 
Immigrants  registered    ....  45 

Meals  served   10,926 

Beds  provided    2,383 

Girls   placed    201 

At  the  Hostel  lessons  are  given 
to  foreign  girls  in  the  English  lan- 
guage, thus  enabling  them  to  take 
positions  in  English-speaking  fam- 
ilies.   

Edmonton,     Alta.,  Catechetical 

Centre. — Where  Religious  instruc- 
tion is  given  to  the  children  of  set- 
tlers in  the  isolated  regions  of  the 
West  through  the  medium  of  the 
mail.  Last  year  2,64  2  lessons  were 
sent  out,  2,772  lessons  corrected, 
and  5  66  personal  letters  written  to 
people  in  need  of  advice.  Every 
month  a  little  Bulletin  is  circulated 
among  the  2,000  children  taking 
the  lessons.  This  Bulletin  contains 
a  summary  of  news  of  interest  to 
Catholics,  and  short  instructions, 
stories,  etc.  During  the  past  year 
5,491  Bulletins  were  circulated.  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  newspapers 
are  also  sent  out  to  lonely  settlers. 
These  doing  much  to  counteract 
the  effect  of  the  evil  literature 
which  is  so  freely  circulated  in  the 
West. 


'HE  WHO  SHALL  SAVE  A  SOUL  SHALL  SAVE  HIS  OWN."— St.  Augustine. 
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Vilna,  Alta. — In  Vilna,  which  is 
situated  115  miles  north-east  of  Ed- 
monton, the  Sisters  are  in  charge 
of  a  small  hospital.  Their  report 
shows: 


Number  of  patients  admitted  26  2 

Number  of  X-rays  taken  .  .  38 

Number  of  operations   31 

Number  of  births    3  9 

Prescriptions  filled    1,0  6  2 


These  little  hospitals  in  the  rural 
districts  of  the  West  have  proved 
a  Godsend,  providing  as  they  do, 
care  in  sickness,  and  in  many  cases 
saving  life. 


Edson,  Alta. — The  Sisters  of 
Service  have  another  small  hospital 
in  Edson.  Their  last  year's  report 
shows: 


Patients  admitted    395 

X-rays  taken    121 

Operations    104 

Births    56 

Treatments  and  examinations  743 

Dressings    972 

Visits  to  sick  in  homes.  ...  19 

Visits  to  poor   28 


Vancouver,  B.C. — In  October  last 
the  Sisters  of  Service  opened  a 
Hostel  in  Vancouver,  so  that  their 
line  of  endeavour  now  stretches 
from  coast  to  coast.  4,24  2  meals 
were  served,  1,738  beds  provided, 
and  7  6  girls  placed  during  the  first 
six  months  of  the  Hostel's  exist- 
ence. 

During  the  summer  months  Sis- 
ters go  into  the  country  districts  of 
British  Columbia,  Alberta,  Saskat- 
chewan, and  Manitoba,  teaching 
children  their  catechism,  and  pre- 
paring them  for  the  sacraments. 

The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  is  only  eight  years  old,  but 
we  see  from  the  foreging  report 
that  the  organization  has  proved  its 
value,  and  has  contributed  largely 
to  Catholic  welfare  in  our  country, 
especially  among  the  New-Cana- 
dians. 


HOW  A  LITTLE  IMMIGRANT 
GIRL  WENT  HOME. 

Julianna  Staskewaska  came  from 
Poland.  Her  sisters  had  come  to 
Canada  some  time  previously,  and 
Julianna,  after  years  of  eager  wait- 
ing, was  now  coming  to  join  them  in 
the  land  of  her  dreams. 

She  boarded  the  boat  full  of 
hope,  for  was  she  not  coming  to  a 
wonderful  country  where  her  sisters 
awaited  her.  How  she  longed  for 
the  first  glimpse  of  them,  and  what 
plans  she  made  for  the  future.  But 
God's  ways  are  not  our  ways.  On 
the  voyage  over  Julianna  contracted 
a  severe  cold,  and  she  arrived  in 


Halifax  a  very  sick  girl  indeed.  She 
was  immediately  taken  to  the  hos- 
pital, and  the  Sisters  of  Service 
were  called  in  to  see  her.  Disap- 
pointment was  marked  on  her  face, 
and  her  one  question  was — when 
could  she  see  her  sisters. 

Day  after  day  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice visited  her,  and  as  her  condi- 
tion became  very  serious  it  was 
thought  advisable  for  one  of  her 
own  sisters  to  come  and  see  her. 
Mrs.  G.  arrived  in  Halifax  late  one 
night,  and  went  straight  to  the  Ca- 
tholic Hostel.  In  the  morning  the 
Sisters  took  her  to  see  Julianna.  The 
meeting  between  the  two  was  touch- 
ing, a  scene  that  defies  description. 
All  the  pent-up  love  of  years  was 
lavished  on  that  little  girl  who  had 
travelled  so  far. 

For  a  few  days  after  her  sister's 
visit  Julianna  seemed  to  be  better, 
so  the  sister  returned  to  her  home 
in  Toronto,  expecting  Julianna  to 
follow  as  soon  as  she  was  well 
enough  to  travel,  but  alas  the 
change  for  the  better  was  short- 
lived, and  within  a  few  days  Juli- 
anna was  very  low,  and  it  was 
thought  necessary  to  prepare  her 
for  the  journey  that  was  to  take  her 
to  her  true  Homeland.  She  was 
very  sad  at  first.  "To  think  that  I 
have  come  all  this  way  just  to  die," 
she  whispered,  but  as  the  end  came 
she  was  quite  resigned,  and  the  lit- 
tle immigrant  girl  of  fifteen  closed 
her  eyes  as  a  tired  child  to  open 
them  again  in  a  land  where  sadness 
and  partings  have  no  place. 

Julianna  had  travelled  far  to 
meet  death  in  a  strange  land. 

Sister  Mary  Szostak,  S.O.S. 


WITH  THE  SISTERS  AT 
HALIFAX. 

"Hello,  is  this  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice? Yes  Immigration  Depart- 
ment speaking.  Sister,  the  Cale- 
donia will  dock  at  eight  to-morrow." 

Promptly  at  eight  o'clock  the 
next  morning  the  Sisters  were  at  the 
Immigration  Building  to  meet  the 
SS.  "Caledonia."  It  was  just  dock- 
ing, and  all  decks  were  filled  with 
people  eagerly  awaiting  their  first 
glimpse  of  Canada,  the  Land  of 
Promise.  Down  the  gangplank  they 
came,  British  passengers  first,  close- 
ly followed  by  a  mixed  crowd  of 
people  from  distant  countries.  The 
majority  were  heavily  laden  with 
strange  baggage,  for  they  were 
carrying  all  their  worldly  goods, 
even  to  the  poorest  of  household 
effects.  From  many  lands  they 
came,  for  the  "Caledonia"  had 
stopped  at  several  foreign  ports. 

A  number  of  social  workers, 
among  them  representatives  of  the 
Salvation  Army,  the  Y.M.C.A.  and 
the  Y.W.C.A.  and  several  religious 
sects  were  soon  busy  helping  the 
people.  And  busy,  too,  were  the 
two  Sisters  of  Service  in  their  quick 
search  for  their  Catholic  people,  of 
whom  there  were  many.  Approach- 
ing a  group  of  young  girls,  the  Sis- 
ter addressed  them  in  Polish. 
Amazement  and  pleasure  was  writ- 
ten on  every  face,  as  they  heard 
their  native  tongue  and  learned 
that  the  speaker  was  a  Catholic  Sis- 
ter, and  that  she  was  ready  to  help 
them,  and  be  their  friend. 

In  the  midst  of  the  rush  and 


Ready  to  face  the  future. 
A  Slovak  family  arriving  in  Canada. 


ACCORDING  TO  THY  ABILITY  BE  MERCIFUL." — Tobias  IV. 
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bustle  a  clerk  from  the  Immigration 
Office  approached  one  of  the  Sis- 
ters. A  German  girl  had  come  over 
to  be  married.  Her  fiance  was 
waiting,  and  the  ceremony  was  to  be 
performed  at  once.  Perhaps  Sister 
would  like  to  speak  to  her?  Sister 
went  at  once  to  the  Civil  Examina- 
tion loom  where  the  young  couple 
were  waiting.  The  man  was  not  a 
Catholic,  and  wished  to  be  married 
by  a  Protestant  minister.  Drawing 
the  girl  aside,  the  Sister  quietly  re- 
minded her  of  her  duty  as  a  Catho- 
lic, and  the  obligation  of  being 
married  before  a  priest.  Sullenly 
the  man  refused  to  hear  of  this,  and 
the  girl  wavered  between  love  and 
duty.  However,  her  sense  of  duty 
prevailed,  and  she  finally  insisted 
that  he  marry  her  in  her  own  faith. 
The  man  argued  long,  but  finally 
agreed,  and  before  the  couple  left 
the  port  they  had  been  joined  in 
Holy  Matrimony  by  a  priest,  the 
Sisters  having  acted  as  witnesses. 
The  man  remarked,  as  they  were 
bidding  the  Sisters  good-bye,  that 
having  made  the  promises  required 
by  the  priest,  he  intended  to  keep 
them. 

Returning  to  their  work,  the 
Sisters  commenced  collecting  the 
non-Catholic  literature  with  which 
ihe  Catholic  people  as  well  as  others 
had  been  presented  by  various  agen- 
cies. In  return  they  gave  them 
a  Catholic  paper  in  a  language  the 
people  could  read,  also  a  rosary  or 
medal,  reminding  them  at  the  same 
time  of  the  necessity  of  keeping 
close  to  their  Faith  in  a  new  coun- 
try. 

It  was  now  near  evening,  and 
all  was  finished;  the  immigrants 
were  on  board  the  train,  and  with 
a  long  shriek  of  the  whistle  tbe 
"Caledonia  Special"  moved  slowly 
out  of  the  station,  carrying  many 
hearts  full  of  hope  for  what  the  fu- 
ture might  hold. 

Sister  Florence  Smith,  S.O.S. 


"WAY  DOWN  EAST." 

When  Nova  Scotia  puts  on  her 
new  spring  verdure  and  is  fanned 
by  the  balmy  breezes  from  the 
mighty  Atlantic,  when  the  roads 
from  Halifax  right  into  the  beau- 
tiful country  of  Evangeline  are 
ablaze  with  the  beautiful  pink  and 
white  blossoms  of  the  heavily  laden 
apple-trees,  whose  sweet  perfume 
fills  the  country  side  for  miles 
around,  oh!  surely  then  it  is  a  joy 
and  a  happiness  to  be  on  an  S.O.S. 
mission  "Way  down  East." 

This  is  what  we  were  all  think- 
ing as  we  sat  for  a  few  moments 
after  spiritual  reading  to-day  un- 
der the  lovely  old  trees  in  our 
convent  garden,  enjoying  the 
peaceful  quiet  all  around,  before 
again  commencing  the  many  tasks 
waiting  to  be  done;  but  the  still- 
ness was  soon  broken  by  the  shrill 
burr — of  the  door-bell  and  in  a  few 
minutes  Sister  Superior  had  taken 
her  little  black  bag,  which  is 
equipped  for  every  emergency  and 
gone  to  visit  her  sick  poor.  Sister 
L — ■  was  soon  on  her  way  to  the 
city  home,  where  she  is  preparing 
an  old  man  of  eighty-three  to  make 
his  first  holy  Communion.  This  dear 
old  soul  was  baptized  Catholic,  but 
did  not  know  this  until  a  year  ago, 
when  he  made  application  for  his 
baptismal  certificate.  It  is  the  most 
impressive  sight  to  see  this  old 
man  humbly  join  his  hands  like  a 
little  child  and  repeat  the  prayers 
after  Sister.  How  dear  to  God  must 
his  simplicity  be.  He  was  baptized 
in  the  Church  and  by  the  help  of 
God's  grace  will  spend  his  last  days 
within  the  fold. 

We  had  such  a  lovely  little  ser- 
vice in  our  chapel  the  other  morn- 
ing when  Dorothy  McL — ,  one  of 
our  parish  cases,  made  her  first 
Holy  Communion.  Dorothy,  who  is 
fifteen  years  of  age,  had  never 
been  inside  a  Catholic  church  in 
her  life.     After  the  necessary  in- 


"When  a  feller  needs  a  friend." 
Travelling  from  the  Ukraine  to 
Alberta  alone. 

structions  we  brought  Dorothy 
home  to  the  convent,  where  she 
made  a  nice  little  retreat  of  two 
days  in  preparation  for  the  great 
event.  At  last  the  long  looked  for 
day  arrived  and  we  had  the  hap- 
piness of  seeing  Dorothy,  clothed 
in  her  simple  white  Communion 
dress,  kneel  before  the  prettily 
decorated  altar,  accompanied  by 
her  mother,  whom  she  had  pre- 
vailed upon  to  receive  with  her. 

Last  month  was  certainly  a  very 
busy  one  at  the  Immigration  Pier. 
When  the  S.S.  "Polonia"  docked  on 
her  last  trip  it  was  discovered  that 
measles  and  diphtheria  had  broken 
out  on  boai'd  and  as  she  was  carry- 
ing a  heavy  passenger  list,  the  mat- 
ter was  serious.  About  half  of  the 
passengers  were  sent  to  the  isola- 
tion hospital  and  the  remainder 
vaccinated  and  allowed  to  proceed 
on  their  journey.  Among  those 
sent  to  the  hospital  was  a  young 
Ukrainian  couple  with  one  child,  a 
little  girl  five  years  old.  This  child 
was  seriously  ill  when  she  arrived 
at  the  hospital  and  died  the  follow- 
ing day.  It  was  with  heavy  hearts 
that  the  young  parents  boarded  the 
train  in  the  afternoon  and  started 
on  their  long  journey  west  to  their 
new  home,  the  home  which  they 
had  dreamed  about,  hut  which 
would  never  now  resound  to  the 
pallor  of  the  little  feet. 

It  was  from  off  the  SS  "United 
Stater."  that  two  of  the  cutest  little 
Ukrainian  boys  you  could  wish  to 
see  stepped  bright  and  early  one 
cold  morning  recently.  They  had 
travelled  alone,  those  two  babies. 
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Waiting  for  the  ocean  liner  at  Quebec. 

all  the  way  from  their  native  land 
and  were  destined  to  some  distant 
point,  in  Alberta.  One  was  six  years 
old  and  the  baby  only  three,  and 
their  hands  and  faces  were  blue 
with  the  cold  as  they  had  no  coats 
on  and  only  thin  little  suits  and 
stockings.  But  the  oldest  boy  was 
a  manly  little  fellow  and  he  held 
the  hand  of  the  baby  tightly 
clasped  in  his  own  as  he  made  his 
way  along  the  pier.  It  was  up  to 
him  to  look  after  the  baby  and  he 
certainly  meant  to  do  it.  Clothing 
had  to  be  found  for  these  children 
and  as  there  was  very  little  time 
between  trains  it  had  to  be  found 
promptly.  One  of  the  Sisters 
brought  the  children  home  to  the 
convent,  where  a  search  for  coats 
was  immediately  commenced,  but 
all  to  no  purpose.  This  meant  that 
we  had  to  rush  down  town  in  pur- 
suit of  coats  and  after  a  few  stores 
had  been  visited,  we  at  last  found 
two  that  fitted,  little  navy  blue 
ones  with  the  bright  brass  buttons, 
exactly  alike,  then  we  had  to  rush 
home  again,  find  warm  scarves, 
socks  and  mittens  and  after  a  wash 
and  a  warm  drink,  we  brought  the 
two  little  bundles  back  to  the  pier, 
and  placed  them  in  the  care  of  the 
conductress  just  in  time  for  their 
train. 

Experiences  on  this  mission  are 
many  and  varied.  The  life  of  an 
S.O.S.  missionary  here  consists  of 
part  port  worker,  social  worker, 
parish  visitor,  nurse,  bridesmaid, 
hospital  visitor  and  often  chief 
mourner.  Life  on  our  mission  is  in- 
teresting to  say  the  least. 

Sister  Esther  Johnson,  S.O.S. 


THOUGHTS   FROM  A  HOSTEL 
GIRL'S  DIARY. 

II. 

This  little  series-  of  reminis- 
cences was  written  more  or  less  in 
the  spirit  of  fun.  It  carries  one  back 
with  it  to  those  first  days  in  Can- 
ada, but  touches  only  on  their 
brighter  side. 

Every  phase  of  human  life  has 
its  sunshine  and  its  shadows,  utter 
loneliness  of  heart  and  especially  of 
soul  was  the  common  lot  of  Catho- 
lic immigrant  girls  in  days  before 
our  Catholic  Hostels  were  founded. 
Immigration  officials  were  undeni- 
ably kind,  but  they  could  scarcely 
be  expected  to  appreciate  or  en- 
courage the  practice  of  a  religion 
of  which  the  majority  knew  little 
and  understood  less.  On  our  part 
this  meant  that  the  strongest  link 
in  the  chain  of  understanding  was 
invariably  missing. 

Thanks  to  the  generosity  of  Ca- 
tholic Canada  that  link  has  been 
well  supplied.  During  the  past  six 
years  alone  Hostels  for  the  care  of 
the  unprotected  Catholic  girl  have 
been  established  in  all  the  larger 
cities  of  the  Dominion,  linking  coast 
to  coast. 

In  old  days  we  were  forced  to 
fight  our  lonely  battles  unaided, 
with  few  to  care  whether  we  stood 
or  fell.  Many  a  pitiful  S.O.S.  went 
out  pleading  that  from  among 
"our  own"  surely  at  least  a  guiding 
hand  might  be  given  us.  Now  all 
is  changed.  There  is  the  Christ- 
like touch  of  the  Sister  to  direct, 
console  and  strengthen. 

Mine  is  only  one  of  the  many 
grateful  hearts  which  looks  back  on 
the  Hostel  as  a  much  appreciated 
"Home,"  a  place  where  one  was 
encouraged  to  be  a  true  Catholic, 
and  a  true  citizen  of  this  dear 
land  which  has  watched  so  many 
of  us  grow  to  happy  woman- 
hood.    Grateful,  too,  to  those  who 


perhaps  like  yourselves,  dear  read- 
ers, have  at  the  cost  of  sacrifice 
helped  to  render  it  so. 

Some  Hostel  Smiles. 
"This  happiness  a  habit  is,  and  life 

but  what  we  make  it. 
There's  the  trail  to  Sunnydale. 

Up,  Friend,  and  let  us  take  it." 
It  was  Club  night  at  the  Hostel, 
the  weekly  half-day  off.  Some  fifty 
or  sixty  overseas  girls  were  gather- 
ed around  the  table  in  the  spacious 
dining-room  while  fun  was  run- 
ning high.  Bridie  O'Neil,  an  eigh- 
teen-year-old colleen  from  the  heart 
of  Kerry,  held  the  floor,  and  amid 
peals  of  laughter,  was  narrating  in 
her  own  nimble-minded  way,  how 
she  cooked  pumpkin  for  the  "First 
Time  " 

"It.  was  this  way,  girls,  the  mis- 
tress went  away  for  the  day,  and 
as  she  was  leaving  she  called  me 
in  and  gave  me  the  orders  for  din- 
ner. 'Bridie,'  says  she,  'you  will 
find  the  meat  and  pumpkin  in  the 
outer  pantry!'  A  little  later  I 
chanced  to  pass  through  there,  and 
begorrah,  girls,  when  I  saw  the 
size  of  that  vegetable  called  a 
pumpkin,  the  eyes  nearly  jumped 
out  of  me  head  with  fright.  Never 
before  in  me  life  had  I  seen  any- 
thing like  it,  and  to  think  I  hadn't 
asked  how  to  cook  it.  Wid  a  pray- 
er to  the  good  St.  Patrick,  I  started 
in  and  did  me  best.  First  I  washed 
it,  and  scrubbed  it  mercilessly  with 
soap  and  water,  into  every  crevice 
and  crack  I  went,  then  I  polished  it 
off  with  a  cloth  till  it  shone  as  clean 
as  a  yellow  harvest  moon.  Next  I 
got  the  biggest  pot  in  the  house 
and  hoisted  it  in,  whole  and  entire, 
almost  losing  me  breath  in  the 
transportation.  For  eight  solid 
hours  I  watched  it  boil,  the  more 
it  boiled  the  tougher  it  grew,  and 
then  suddenly  it  started  to  swell, 
and  swell  it  did  until  I  thought  it 
would  surely  burst  the  pot.  Wirra 


PASS  The  "FIELD  AT  HOME"  ON  TO  A  FRIEND. 


10 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


A  group  of  happy  Hostel  girls,  Edmonton. 


girls  you  should  have  heard  the  mis- 
tress laugh  when  she  came  home  in 
the  evening,  and  said  'himself  to 
me  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  'Never 
mind  Bridie,  girl,  it's  better  to  try, 
even  though  you  fail,  than  never  to 
try  at  all.'  I  was  glad  he  said 
that,  for  it  had  been  lonely  in  the 
house  all  day  by  meself,  wid  that 
scamp  of  a  yellow  pumpkin  worry- 
ing the  life  out  of  me,  and  St.  Pat- 
rick not  a  bit  interested." 

Then  Sister  told  about  the  girl 
who  left  a  position  one  afternoon 
and  came  back  to  the  Hostel  in 
tears.  She  was  very  happy  in  her 
place,  but  explained  that  the  wo- 
man had  gone  out  and  left  her 
with  a  basket  of  ironing  to  do.  "If 
I  had  anything  to  do  it  with,  Sis- 
ter, but  only  an  iron  with  a  yard 
of  a  string  on  it,  and  not  a  spark 
of  fire  anywhere  to  heat  it."  Ten 
minutes  after  the  laughter  had  sub- 
sided, a  Scotch  girl  set  the  party 
off  again  by  remarking,  "Och,  I  see 
the  joke  now,  Sister,  the  iron  was 
an  electric  one." 

One  after  another  stories  were 
told,  each  more  amusing  than  the 
last.  There  was  a  girl  who  asked 
a  man  in  Eaton's  where  the  "Radia- 
tors" were,  as  she  wanted  to  go  up 
to  the  fifth  floor.  "There  was  an- 
other poor  little  greenhorn  on  the 
boat,"  says  Bridie.  "She  came  on 
board  late  at  night  and  went 
straight  to  her  berth,  heartbroken, 
I  suppose,  at  leavin'  home.  She 
folded  her  clothes  away  neat  as  a 
new  pin,  and  put  them  in  a  wee, 
round  cupboard  by  the  bunk  side. 


Next  morning  she  discovered  that 
the  "wee  round  cupboard"  was  a 
port-hole."  "That  was  I,"  said  an 
intelligent  looking  girl  in  the  cor- 
ner, whom  I  knew  to  be  about  four 
years  in  Canada,  and  who  was  earn- 
ing a  good  salary.  She  laughed 
good-naturedly  and  told  us  a  few 
more  details  about  her  distress,  it 
being  the  first  time  she  had  ever 
been  on  a  ship.  "Such  foolish 
things  as  one  does  at  first,"  she  ex- 
claimed. "Well,  we  all  make  mis- 
takes," said  Sister;  "the  only  big 
mistake  is  if  we  keep  on  making  the 
same  mistakes  all  the  time,  that 
would  be  stupidity.  Being  a  green- 
horn when  one  is  in  a  new  country 
and  bewildered  with  new  ways,  is 
only  natural." 

At  eight  o'clock  that  evening  a 
priest  came  to  address  us  as  Chil- 
dren of  Mary.  The  talk  was  very 
instructive,  and  practical  to  our 
mode  of  life.  "May  Mary  keep  you 
sinless,  my  children,  in  a  sinful 
world."  These  words  were  running 
through  my  mind  as  later  we  track- 
ed our  way  home.  Suddenly  a 
laugh  from  the  group  broke  my  re- 
verie. I  woke  up  in  time  to  hear 
pretty  little  Kathleen  D.  saying,  "It 
is  all  very  fine  for  the  priest  to  say, 
insist  that  your  boy  friend  takes 
instructions  if  he  happens  to  belong 
to  a  different  religion.  I  did  insist 
once  to  me  sorrow,  back  in  dear 
Old  Ireland,  took  the  only  lad  I 
ever  thought  anything  of  to  the 
monastery,  thinking  to  make  a 
grand  Catholic  of  him  entirely. 
They  did  their  work  altogether  too 


well.  He's  a  Christian  Brother 
now." 

Memories. 

The  group  went  their  various 
ways  home,  and  as  I  sat  in  the  car 
that  same  evening  pursuing  mine, 
the  memory  of  the  amusing  stories 
they  had  recounted  brought  back  to 
mind  thoughts  of  my  own  first  days 
in  Canada.  There  was  the  day  we 
arrived  in  Winnipeg  from  the  Old 
Country,  when  my  little  companion 
and  myself,  tired  of  walking  in  our 
effort  to  see  all  there  was  to  be 
seen,  decided  that  the  "cheapest" 
and  best  way  to  view  the  city 
would  be  from  a  street  car.  We 
boarded  one,  and  with  the  help  of 
the  conductor,  managed  to  pick  out 
the  proper  fare.  He  gave  us  the 
usua*  tickets  and  transfers  in  re- 
turn, without,  however,  explaining 
their  use.  We  kept  the  transfers 
and  liberally  flung  away  all  the 
tickets.  On  the  return  journey  the 
conductor  forgot  to  put  us  off  at  the 
requested  stop.  After  about  an 
hour  the  man  who  had  replaced 
him  came  up  and  asked  where  we 
were  going.  We  told  him.  "Yon 
have  passed  that  place  at  least 
three  times,  this  is  a  circular  car 
line,  and  there  is  no  terminus." 
"We  got  our  money's  worth  any- 
way," I  ventured,  a  little  abashed 
at  my  poor  powers  of  observation. 
"Scotch?"  he  queried,  laughingly. 
I  smiled  assent,  and  wondered  how 
he  guessed  so  quickly  where  we 
came  from. 

Then  my  thoughts  traveled  back 
along  more  sombre  trails.  I  re- 
membered how  quickly  that  first 
autumn  had  passed  with  its  beauti- 
ful browns  and  golds.  How  in  a 
short  time,  too,  the  long  white  win- 
ter of  the  Western  Prairie  lands 
was  on  one.  Sickness  had  come 
with  the  change  of  climate,  and 
with  it  many  a  lonely  hour  of  re- 
adjustment. 

"But  if  winter  comes,  can  spring 
be  far  behind?" 

Very  quickly  one  learned  to  love 
those  vast  spaces,  with  their  won- 
derful sunsets,  and  still  more  glori- 
ous dawns.  Childishly  eager  one 
learned  to  count  each  new  acquaint- 
ance, to  treasure  each  new  friend. 
It  was  those  days  that  taught  one 
to  appreciate  the  value  of  a  kind 
word,  taught  one,  too,  to  appreci- 
ate the  one  place  on  earth  that  an 
exile  can  call  Home — the  quiet  sanc- 
tuary where  dwells  that 

"Sweet  Sacrament  of  peace 

Dear  Home  of  every  heart. 
Where  restless  yearnings  cease 
And  sorrows  all  depart." 
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VOCATIONS 


TWO  WAYS. 

She  was  the  worst  girl  in  the 
school,  at  least  so  she  thought.  Al- 
ways getting  into  scrapes,  and  gen- 
erally in  trouble  with  one  or  other 
of  her  teachers.  The  Sisters  won- 
dered sometimes  if  Mary  would 
ever  become  serious — Anne,  her 
cousin,  was  so  sweet,  so  gentle,  so 
studious  and  so  thoughtful,  while 
Mary? — well  Mary  was  a  problem, 
and  the  dear  good  Sisters  sighed 
when  they  thought  of  her,  and  of- 
fered many  a  decade  of  the  rosary 
for  their  wild  little  charge. 

School  days  ended,  as  all  happy 
times  will,  and  Mary,  with  the  joy 
of  living  shining  in  her  eyes,  stood 
upon  life's  threshold  while  a  vista 
of  bright  dreams  opened  out  before 
her.  Anne,  too,  had  her  dreams, 
but  they  were  clothed  in  more  som- 
bre colours,  and  she  felt  unable  to 
share  in  the  exuberance  of  spirits 
which  characterized  Mary's  every 
action. 

And  then  the  Call  came.  To 
Mary  it  brought  a  thrill  of  joy  ut- 
terly unknown  before.  "You  want 
me,  Lord?"  she  cried  wonderingly. 
"Then  take  me  with  all  I  have,  and 
all  I  am,  I  will  follow  You  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth."  The  Call  came 
to  Anne  too,  but  she  held  back.  "A 
little  while  longer,  Lord,"  she  said, 
"let  me  see  the  world  first,  so  that 
I  may  be  sure  that  I  am  not  making 
a  mistake  in  answering  your  Call," 
and  the  world,  when  it  heard  of  her 
prudence,  commended  her,  and  said 
she  had  done  well. 

And  what  became  of  them?  Well, 
Mary  is  a  missionary  Sister  giving 
of  her  best,  and  every  day  experi- 


encing new  joy  in  the  service  of 
her  Lord  and  King.     And  Anne? 


A  PRAYER  TO  THE 
QUEEN  OF  THE 
MISSION. 

Mother  of  Christ,  pray  thy 
divine  Son  to  send  labourers 
in  His  Harvest.  Do  thoti,  who 
didst  teach  the  lips  of  the 
God-man  to  utter  His  first 
Words,  beg  that  His  mission- 
aries may  preach  His  Word 
with  all  boldness  so  that  all 
nations  may  know  Him  and 
thee.  Mdl  her  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  who  didst  guide 
His  first  footsteps,  do  thou 
now  guide  the  steps  of  the 
Missionaries.  Keep  them  from 
S'uile.  Obtain  for  them  health 
and  endurance,  eourage  and 
perseverance  in  their  fight 
against  the  forces  of  Satan. 
Be  thou,  Queen  of  the  Mis- 
sions, the  joy  and  consolation 
of  the  missionaries.  Beg  thy 
divine  Son  to  bless  their  la- 
bours abundantly,  and  ask 
the  Saered  Heart  to  touch  the 
hearts  of  the  Faithful  at 
home  with  generosity  to- 
wards the  Missions,  lest  one 
soul  be  lost  because  of  the 
missionaries'  poverty,  lest 
one  good  work  be  hampered 
by  lack  of  means. 

Queen  of  the  Missions,  pray 
for  us.  (100  days  indulgence). 


Anne  is  finding  life  not  so  pleasant 
as  she  thought  it  would  be,  and 
dreams  she  dreamt  as  a  child  have 
not  materialized.  Shadows  crept 
across  a  path  that  she  thoughl 
would  be  all  sunshine,  and  the  Call 
of  Our  Lord  that  she  heard  in  her 
younger  days,  is  now  silent.  "O 
Lord,"  she  cries,  "forgive  my  slow- 
ness and  dullness  of  heart,  now,  too 
late,  I  realise  that  Mary  has  chosen 
the  better  part."  M.L.M. 


A  CALL  TO  CANADIAN  YOUTH. 

There  are  many  missionaries  in 
our  Home  Mission  Field  who  have 
for  years  and  years  "borne  the  bur- 
den of  the  day  and  the  heats."  The 
shades  of  their  life  are  lengthening 
and  the  evening  coming  fast.  As 
their  eyes  wander  over  the  immense 
shining  harvest  of  new  wheat  that 
remains  to  be  garnered,  their 
thoughts  are  anxious  for  the  fu- 
ture. 

When  their  work  is  done  new 
hands  will  be  asked  to  carry  on  the 
"great  adventure."  They  then  in- 
stinctively turn  to  the  youth  of  to- 
day when  thinking  of  the  responsi- 
bilities of  to-morrow.  For  never  in- 
deed was  the  Church  more  in  need 
of  teachers,  nurses,  catechists,  so- 
cial workers  to  meet  the  growing 
requirements  of  our  Home  Mission 
Field. 

Surely  there  is  somewhere  in  the 
Church  youthful  souls  in  whom  the 
call  of  the  older  missionaries  will 
meet  with  a  hearty  response.  Let 
them  hasten  for  <he  enemy  is  now 
busy  in  the  Father's  field. 

Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 

Toronto. 

Correspondence  is  invited. 


THE  HOME  MISSIONS  CALL  FOR  WORKERS.    WILL  YOU  COME? 
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No  Gast 


no 


just 


Tke  BritisK  Empire  s  Largest  Hotel 


Toronto's  skyline,  showing  Roy&l  York  Hotel. 
-Photo  Courtesy  Canadian  Pacific  Railways. 


The  Queen  City 


Admirably  located  on  t  ho 
shores  of  Lake  Ontario,  with  a 
sky-line  suggestive  of  New  York 
Toronto  well  deserves  the  name 
of  "Queen  City."  With  a  popu- 
lation nearing  the  million  mark, 
the  capital  of  Ontario  ranks  as 
the  city  second  in  importance  in 
the  Dominion. 

Toronto  is  famous  for  itshomes, 
and  it  is  famed  as  well  for  its 
manufacturing  plants.  The  scores 
of  industries  located  here  have, 
by   the  extent   and   variety  of 


their  products,  placed  her  in  the 
van  of  industrial  development. 

Toronto  lias  the  reputation  of 
being  a  "Protestant  Oily,"  Inn 
her  many  line  Catholic  churches 
and  charitable  institutions  would 
almost  belie  this  statement.  St. 
Michael's  Cathedral,  with  its 
beautiful  stained  j;'lass  windows, 
St.  Paul's,  Toronto's  oldest  Ca- 
tholic Church,  and  St.  Patrick's 
with  its  famous  shrine  of  our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help,  are  all 
well  worth  a  visit.  While  St. 
Michael's  Hospital  bears  a  name 


that  stands  second  to  none  in  the 
Dominion. 

Prominent  as  points  of  interest 
for  visitors  in  the  City  are  the 
Parliament  Buildings  and  the 
I'niversity  of  Toronto,  and  last 
but  not  least  our  own  St.  Mich- 
ael's College,  standing  a.s  it  does 
surrounded  by  trees  and  green 
sward,. 

Toronto  is  a  beautiful  city,  well 
planned  and  well  laid  out.  and 
those  who  have  made  the  Queen 
City  their  home,  have  learned  to 
love  her. 


GIVE  AND  IT  SHALL  BE  GIVEN  UNTO  YOU. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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SOMETHING  TO   CROW  ABOUT. 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  blowing 
one's  trumpet  a  little  too  loudly 
and  a  little  too  often,  but  there 
also  is  such  a  thing  as  being  alto- 
gether too  modest  about  achieve- 
ments which  bear  the  unmistakle 
marks  of  initiation  and  progress. 
Canada  has  a  great  deal  to  her 
credit  of  which  she  has  every  right 
to  be  proud.  We  are  reminded  of 
this  by  Mr.  L.  B.  Jackes,  writing 
in  The  Toronto  Telegram,  that: 

Canada  built  and  demonstrated 
the  first  compound  steam  engine  in 
the  history  of  the  world.  The  effect 
of  this  invention  was  the  doom  of 
the  sailing  ship  as  a  factor  in  ocean 
commerce. 

Canada  originated  Marquis  and 
other  more  recent  wheats,  which 
have  built  up  the  commerce  of  the 
West,  both  in  Canada  and  the 
United  States. 

The  idea  of  the  telephone  origin- 
ated in  Canada,  and  the  first  long- 
distance trials  of  the  instrument 
were  made  between  Paris  and 
Brantford. 

Canada  pioneered  in  the  field  of 
electro-chemistry  with  the  discov- 
ery of  calcium  carbide  by  Tom  Wil- 
son, of  Hamilton. 

Canada  originated  the  idea  of 
standard  time,  which  has  since 
been  adopted  by  every  civilied 
country  in  the  world. 

Canada  built  and  demonstrated 
the  first  submarine  telegraph  in 
the  history  of  the  world. 

Canada  demonstrated  the  first 
practical  electrical  railway  in  the 
history  of  the  world. 

Insulin  is  of  too  recent  date  to 
require  more  than  mention  in  this 
list. 

Canada  built  and  demonstrated 
the  first  railway  sleeping  cars. 

Canada  built  and  sent  the  first 
steamboat  across  the  Atlantic. 

Canada  gave  to  the  world  the 
idea  of  all-electric  radio. 

Canada  originated  the  idea  of 
making  paper  from  wood  pulp. 

Canada  first  isolated  helium  in 
commercial  quantities. 

Canada  originated  the  idea  of 
the  panoramic  camera. 

Canada  originated  the  idea  of 
electric  heating. 


Canada  built  the  world's  first 
electric  stove. 

To  this  collection  of  achieve- 
ments which  Mr.  Jackes  has  set 
down  may  be  added  a  few  facts 
about  Canada's  supremacy  in  other 
things.  There  are  too  many  to 
quote  in  the  space  at  our  disposal 
here,  but  a  few  may  enlighten 
those  who  do  not  realize  our  im- 
portant position  in  this  regard. 
This  Dominion  holds  the  lead  as 
follows : 

In  Eur  farming  production. 

In  world's  wheat  championship. 

In  world's  wheat  championship. 

In  railway  mileage  per  capita. 

In  high-grade    wheat  standards. 

In  the  world's  per  capita  trade. 

In  newsprint  production  in  the 
world. 

In  hydro  power  development  per 
capita. 

In  the  empire's  largest  telescope 
— at  Victoria. 

In  life  insurance  per  capita  in 
the  empire. 

In  world's  largest  inland  port — 
Montreal. 

In  world's  largest  smelter  of  its 
kind. — Trail. 

In  world's  longest  publicly-own- 
ed railway — C.N.R. 

In  largest  single-unit  elevator  in 
the  world. 

It  is  well  for  Canadians  to  keep  a 
few  of  these  things  in  mind  when 
talk  of  "inferiority  complex"  and 
suggestion  of  economic  or  other  de- 
pendence smites  their  ears.  The 
achievements  enumerated  above, 
the  lead  we  have  in  many  things 
over  other  countries,  cannot  be 
challenged.  But  other  triumphs 
will  be  scored  as  we  develop  our 
vast  resources  and  add  to  our  pop- 
ulation. 

— The  B.C.  "Orphans'  Friend." 


J  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME! 

£  A   publication   devoted   to   the  ❖ 
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OUR  IMMIGRATION  POLICY. 

The  immigration  policy  of  Can- 
ada is  one  of  uncertainty  and  inde- 
cision. Political  expediency,  rather 
than  the  whole-hearted  interest  of 
the  welfare  of  the  country  as  a 
whole  seems  to  have  inspired  its 
restrictiveness,  and  dictated  the 
part  the  Provinces  are  to  have  in 
its  fulfillment.  Unemployment  and 
hard  times  are,  it  is  true,  highly  re- 
sponsible for  this  new  Immigration 
policy.  Immigration  is  one  of  these 
complicated  issues  which  is  tangled 
up  with  economic,  racial,  and  reli- 
gious problems,  and  it  is  impossible 
to  solve  it  as  if  in  the  void,  inde- 
pendently of  other  considerations. 
It  bristles  at  all  times  with  diffi- 
culties. Yet  we  question  the  wis- 
dom of  leaving  the  choice  of  num- 
bers and  racial  qualifications  of  our 
immigrants  in  the  hands  of  the 
Provinces.  This  opens  the  door  to 
a  policy  of  unwholesome  discrimin- 
ation on  racial  and  religious 
grounds.  When  the  Nordic  fallacy 
holds  sway  in  Government  circles 
one  never  knows  the  political  re- 
actions that  may  occur.  The  view- 
point of  a  Provincial  Executive  is 
never  as  broad  as  that  of  Ottawa. 
One  is  necessarily  sectional;  the 
other  Dominion-wide.  G.  D. 


HOLY  GROUND. 

Now  that  the  eight  Martyrs  of 
our  country  are  canonized — the 
places  where  they  lived,  laboured, 
suffered,  and  laid  down  their  lives 
are  sanctified.  The  Martyrs'  Shrine 
at  Midland,  Ontario,  is  famous  in 
the  annals  of  Canada's  first  saints, 
for  there  on  the  banks  of  the  River 
Wye,  was  old  Fort  Ste.  Marie,  the 
residence  of  these  heroic  Jesuit  Mis- 
sionaries. At  Fort  Ste.  Marie,  too, 
the  martyrs  were  buried,  so  surely 
the  ground  is  holy  ground. 

Midland,  then,  should  be  a  place 
sacred  to  every  Canadian  Catholic. 

"Oh  happy  land,  with  such  rich 
memories  blest, 
Dear  land  that  holds  the  Saints  of 
Christ  at  rest." 


pi 


GOD  BLESSES  GENEROSITY. 
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News  from  the  Foreign 


Mi 


issions 


Morogoro  (Tanganyika,  Terri- 
tory, East  Africa).  — With  with- 
ered bodies  and  fcebled  hands, 
the  lepers  of  the  Catholic  Leper 
Settlement  of  Morogoro,  Tangan- 
yika Territory,  East  Africa,  have 
completed  their  own  chapel  un- 
der the  direction  of  a  lay  brother. 
Working  in  this  asylum  are  the 
Benedictine  Sisters  of  Tutzing, 
Bavaria.  These  sisters  conduct 
ten  hospitals,  two  leper  asylums, 
and  thirty  dispensaries  in  mis- 
sion territories. — (Fides). 
#    #    *  # 

Patna  (India).  —  Riding  a 
bicycle  in  India  lias  its  difficul- 
ties, according  to  the  Rev.  Father 
Kilian,  of  the  Patna  .Mission,  who 
recently  had  a  strange  encounter. 
Cycling  down  the  road  between 
two  of  his  stations,  he  suddenly 
found  the  going  rather  strenuous. 
Looking  around  for  the  cause,  he 
saw  a  monkey  clinging  to  his  back 
mudguard.  When  he  tried  to  re- 
move the  offender,  a  whole  troop 
of  the  animals  surrounded  him 
and  threatened  to  take  matters  in 
their  own  hands.  Father  Kilian 
saved  the  situation  by  madly 
swinging  his  bike  around  in  a 
circle  a  few  times,  jumping  on  as 
quickly  as  he  could,  and  speeding 
away.  —  (Fides). 


Honolulu  (Hawaii).— During 
the  recent  visit  of  Mother  Berna- 
dette,  Superioress  of  the  Fran- 
ciscan Sisters,  a  Little  Flower 
Circle  was  formed  at  Kaunaka- 
kai,  on  the  famous  leper  island 
of  Molokai.  The  first  meeting 
was  held  on  Easter  Sunday.  A 
statue  of  the  Little  Flower  will 
soon  adorn  the  leper  church,  the 
gift  of  Duchess  Julie  Del  Monte. 
The  Mother  House  of  the  Third 
Franciscan  Order,  working  in 
Hawaii,  is  in  Syracuse,  N.Y. — 
(Fides). 


East  London  (Cape  Province. 
South  Africa).  —  Many  conver- 
sions were  effected  by  an  unusual 
Good  Friday  sermon,  delivered 
by  a  missionary  at  East  London. 
Capo  Province,  South  Africa. 
April  18.  The  priest  described  in 
detail  the  sufferings  of  Christ, 
especially  the  crucifixion,  to  the 
native  Kaffirs  assembled  around  a 
huge  cross  covered  with  a  purple 
cloth.  When  he  had  told  them  of 
the  bleeding  hands  and  feet,  the 
preacher  removed  the  veil  from 
the  cross.  The  natives  were  so 
impressed  that  they  wept  bitterly, 
and  many  of  them  asked  to  join 
the  Church.— (Fides). 


Addis- Abeba  (Ethiopia,  Afri- 
can—Ethiopia Catholics  mourn 
the  loss  of  two  Catholic  mission- 
aries, a  priest  and  a  sister,  who 
died  from  typhus  fever  contract- 
ed in  caring  for  the  sick.  Aba 
(Father)  Wold-Yes,  an  Ethio- 
pian priest,  died  at  the  mission 
station  of  Sourre,  near  Harrar, 
March  23.  Sister  Mary  of  St. 
Anne,  a  nursing  sister  of  the  Hos- 
pital in  Addis-Abeba,  passed 
away  March  18.  Two  other  nuns 
contracted  the  disease,  but  recov- 
ered. Ethiopia,  which  recently 
was  featured  in  newspapers 
owing  to  the  civil  war  outbreak, 
contains  approximately  10.000 
Catholics.  The  Holy  Father  Pope 
Pius  XL,  sent  a  special  envoy  to 
the  Sovereigns  of  the  ancient 
country  in  1929.  (Fides). 


Peking  (China).  —  Rich  and 
poor,  high  dignitaries  ami  lowly 
mendicants  came  side  by  side  to 
congratulate  Sister  Vincent  Sa- 
vare.se,  of  St.  Michael's  Hos- 
pital, Peking,  on  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  her  religious 
profession,  May  1.  Sister  Yin- 
cent,  who  directs  the  dispen- 
sary in  the  hospital,  is  widely 
known  and  beloved  among  everv 


'CATHOLIC  EFFORT  MUST  BE  WILLING  TO  EMBRACE  ALL." — Archbishop  McNicholas. 
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Ransomed  Chinese  Babies  being  given  to  Foster  Mothers  to  be  looked  after. 


Gopher  Tails  For  Babies ! 


class  of  society.  Over  40  years 
China,  the  venerable  nun  recalls 
vividly  the  Boxer  Rebellion,  dur- 
ing which  she  was  with  the  be- 
sieged in  the  Peitang,  the  Lazar- 
ist  center  of  Peking.  Despite  her 
age,  the  popular  nun  is  still  at  her 
post  in  the  dispensary  ea/di  day. 
-Fides). 

#  #    #  # 

Mugera,  (Urundi,  Belgian  Con- 
go).—The  mass  conversion  move- 
ment continues  in  the  White 
Fathers'  Vicariate  of  Urundi, 
Belgian  Congo,  Central  Africa. 
Latest  converts  include  eight 
local  princes,  the  most  prominent 
of  whom  is  Prince  Bakareke,  one 
of  the  twelve  princes  forming  the 
Council  of  Regency  for  the  coun- 
try. Two  members  of  this  Coun- 
cil are  already  Catholics  and  four 
are  preparing  for  baptism.— 
(Fides). 

#  #    #  # 

Tangiers  (Morocco,  North  Af- 
rica).—When  the  Right  Rever- 
end Bishop  Joseph  Betanzos, 
O.F.M.,  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Mor- 
occo, North  Africa,  arrived  in 
Arcila  to  bless  the  new  church, 
the  private  automobile  of  Mo- 
hammed-Dis-er-Riffi,  Baja  of  the 
city  and  a  Moslem,  was  placed 
at  his  disposal.  In  welcoming 
His  Lordship,  the  Baja  expressed 
his  joy  that  the  Christians  had 
erected  such  a  beautiful  temple  to 
honor  God  and  expressed  the  wish 
to  attend  personally  the  ceremony 
of  Benediction.  The  church  at 
Arcila  was  the  third  built  in 
Morocco  in  the  past  year.— 
(Fides). 

#  #    #  # 

Abaiang  (Gilbert  Islands,  Oce- 
ania).— -Three  Australian  Sis- 
ters of  the  Daughters  of  Our 
Lady,  were  among  the  recruits 
for  the  apostolate  in  the  Gilbert 
Islands,  who  accompanied  Bishop 
Bach  of  the  Missionaries  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  who  returned  from 
his  visit  to  Rome.  Though  young 
in  Catholic  mission  activity, 
Australia  counts  representatives 
in  Oceania,  India,  and  China.— 
(Fides). 


Or  babies  for  Gopher  tails,  we 
wonder  which ;  but  to  start  our 
story. 

Out  in  the  wild  and  woolly 
West  some  little  children  had 
been  hearing  all  about  the  Chin- 
ese Missions,  and  they  wanted 
very  badly  to  help.  Money  was 
scarce,  and  they  were  hardly  of 
an  age  to  offer  personal  service, 
but  something  had  to  be  done, 
and  right  away  too,  for  little 
Chinese  babies  were  being  left  to 
die,  and  what  made  it  worse,  they 
were  dying  without  baptism.  So 
a  Council  of  War  was  held,  (Avar 
against  the  Devil  of  course),  and 
the  Captains  put  their  heads  to- 
gether and  thought  and  thought. 

"We  might  go  round  singing," 
suggested  Mary. 

"  And  get  money  thrown  at  us 
to  make  us  stop,"  concluded 
Pete.  "No,  I  guess  we'll  have  to 
try  something  else,  as  the  rest  of 
us  kids  ain't  much  in  the  singing 
line.    Think  again." 

"I  have  it!"  roared  Tom. 
"Gophers." 

HELP  TO  SPREAD  YOUR  FAITH. 


"Gophers?"  echoed  the  rest 
with  wide  open  eyes,  "what  have 
they  to  do  with  Chinese  babies?" 

"Yes,  gophers.  D'you  mind  Mr. 
Todd  said  he  wTould  give  two 
cents  for  each  gopher  tail?  They 
are  spoiling  his  harvest,  and  he 
wants  to  get  rid  of  them,  now  all 
we  have  to  do  is  to  get  the  gopher 
tails,  and  make  him  pay  up." 

"How  many  will  it  take  to  ran- 
som a  Chinese  baby?"  queried 
cautious  Sandy. 

"Two  hundred  and  fifty,"  an- 
nounced the  mathematician  of  the 
party. 

"Gee,  there  won't  be  a  gopher 
left  in  Saskatchewan  by  the  time 
we're  through,  when  do  we 
start?" 

"Right  away,"  sung  out  Tom. 
"The  sooner  the  better,  come  on 
kids." 

And  start  they  did,  and  in  an 
incredibly  short  time  the  money 
was  obtained  and  sent  to  the 
Chinese  Missions  for  the  ransom 
of  a  baby. 

Little  Chinese  Baby  I  wonder 
if  you  will  ever  know  with  what  a 
price  you  were  bought !  M.L.M. 
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\  OUR  BENEFACTORS  3 


,$500.00. 

A  Friend  (Montreal). 

.$200.00. 

J.  Murray. 
St.  Ann's  Church 
(Montreal). 


DONATIONS — Jan.  I^t  to  June 


W.  J. 


W.  J. 


$105.00. 

McManamy. 

$50.00. 

McCarthy. 


C.  W.   L.,  Ottawa. 
E.  Cummings. 

$15.00. 

P.  Parker. 
Rev.  Fr.  O'Connor. 
Rev.  Fr.  McGrand. 
C.W.L.,  Sherhrooke. 
Rev.  F.  P.  Mullins, 
C.SS.R.  , 


Rev.  S.  Meyers,  C.SS.R. Rev.  A.  F.  Coughlin, 


W.  Carroll. 

$30.00. 

A  Friend  (Toronto), 

$25.00. 

J.   M.  Dooley. 
C.  W.  L.  Hostel  Girls 

Club,  Montreal. 
A.  T.  Larkin. 
Mrs.  C.  J.  Doherty. 
G.  L.  Staunton. 
Rev.  P.  J.  Holloway. 
Rev.  F.  Coghlin. 
P.  E.  Uevine. 
Very   Rev.  Msgr. 

M.  U.  Whalen. 

$20.00. 

Catholic  Girls'  Club, 

Ottawa. 
Sherbrooke,  Que., 


C.SS.R. 

$10.00. 

Rev.  P.  P.  Walsh. 
Rev.  S.  A.  Schmitt. 
Rev.  M.  J.  O'Brien. 
.Messrs.  McCormack. 
B.  McEntee. 
Rev.  M.  P.  Reid. 
W.  J.  Cassidy. 
Mrs.  B.  Langmuir. 
A.  McMaster. 
A.  Daly. 
James  Lee. 
Rev.  J.  Dantzcr. 
Rev.  J.  C.  McKenzie. 
Mary  Shaw. 
Mr.  Coulson. 
A  well-wisher, 

Hamilton. 
L.  A.  Clement. 


M.  Mooney  in  trust.  B.  Riley. 

**4  »♦«  .♦«      .J»  *J»  «.♦«  .J»  .J.  .J.  *J»  .J»      *J«      $       .J.  .J.  *J.  .J.  »J»  *J.      .$»  *J. 

*  ❖ 

!  What  Can  Be  Done  With  Dimes? 

*  * 

*  In  the  parish  of  St.  Patrick's,  in  the  .j, 
£  old    City   of    Quebec,    the    Children  of* 

Mary,  and  Sodality  of  the  Little  Flow-  % 
I*  er  collected  4,750  dimes  for  the  Mis-  ♦> 
*£  sionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  * 

*  Surely  this  is  a  record,  and  shows  that  »j, 

*  little   things   count.     To   faithful   and  ❖ 
zealous  workers  who  collected  this  large  *;* 

*  amount  we  wish   to  render  our  most 

X  heartfelt,  thanks.  Their  work  was  * 
•S*  something  to  be  proud  of. 


$7.00. 

Mrs.  Taylor. 
Rev.  J.  Machesy. 

$0.00. 

Mona  McConnell. 
M.  Layde. 
P.  Griffin. 

$5.00. 

J.  S.  Smith. 

Rev.  E.  G.  Poland. 

Rev.  A.  a.  McNeil. 

T.  Kerr. 

E.  G.  McLean. 

II.  Rutten. 

Rev.    Fr.  Hopper, 

C.S.P. 
Rev.   K.  Maclntyre. 
Eileen  Daly. 
Mrs.  F.  Coghlin. 
Mary  A.  Monaghan. 
Jere  A.  Sullivan. 
Mrs.  C.  Blickstad. 
A  Friend. 
Miss  Mullen. 

A.  T.  Winters. 

A  Friend,  Toronto. 
I.  T.  Doran. 
Mrs.  Betram. 
Mrs.  McGowan. 
Eva  Whitton. 

$4.00. 

W.  J.  Henry. 
M.  Kelly. 
Miss  F.  Scott. 
J.  Taugher. 
Alba  Ruby. 

$3.00. 

Redemptorist  Fathers 
Rev.  R.  Beaton. 
Rev.  Fr.  Durmin. 
Rev.  P.  L.  Bellveau. 

$2.00. 

Rev.  M.  L.  Curttn. 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 

B.  M.  Caver  ley. 


A.  LeVasseur. 
A  Friend. 
M.  A.  Hardy. 
R.  Connolly. 
J.  B.  Ferguson. 
Rev.  K.  C.  MacPher 

son. 
A  Friend. 
Rev.  Fr.  Pennylegion  Mrs.  Quinn. 
Don.  Thro'  Catholic    E.  W.  Tracev. 
Ext. 


A  Friend. 
K.  O'Brien. 
Rev.  H.  Brunet. 
A  Friend. 
J.  P.  Lewis. 
L.  Culhone. 
M.  H.  Colgan. 
A  Friend. 
L.  L.  Drummond. 
A  Friend,  Chepstow. 
Rev.  J.  E.  Dolan. 


L.  Travelyn. 
A  Friend. 

$1.00. 

A.  King. 
J .  J.  Landers. 
A  Friend. 
K.  Regan. 
A.  Winters. 
Irene  Strause. 


Miss  Curley. 
M.  A.  Ruddy. 
M.  McBriarty. 
B.  Murphy. 


Mrs.  M. 


5(»c. 

Shannon. 


25c. 

Mrs.  Nierman. 
A.  J.  Cantin. 


HONORARY  MEMBERS 

925.00.  Most  Rev.  H.  O'Leary. 

Mrs.  J.  Hearn.  Rt.  Rev.  G.  E.  Grand- 

bois. 

920.00.  E.  J.  Malone. 

Rt.  Rev.  A.  MacDonald.flj]oen  Conway. 

$10  00  Miss  K.  McKain. 

Most   Rov.  A.  A.  Sin- 
nott. 

DIME  COLLECTORS 


$0.00. 

Miss  M.  Brankin. 

$3.15. 

Miss  M.  Hanrahan. 

$3.00. 

Miss  D.  White. 
K.  Cavanaugh. 
Leo  Brodie. 

G.  V.  Ford. 

H.  J  Cavanaugh. 
N.  Buskhardt. 

M.  W.'  Madden. 
A.  Gervais. 
K.  McCormick. 


M.  Royal. 

H.  Marborough. 

R.  Cavanaugh. 

$1.70. 

Mae  Knight. 

$1.50. 

Miss  Amour. 

$1.00. 

M.  Garvey. 

E.  Whitton. 

E.   J.  Chartrand. 


50c. 


A  Friend. 


GOD  BLESS  OUR  BENEFACTORS. 


AFTER 

GRADUATION 

WHAT 
9 


Perhaps  God  Is 

Calling  You 

To  Service  in 


The  Master  calleth  for  thee. 


The  Home  Mission  Field 


THEN  LISTEN! 

And  If  You  Hear  His  Voice 
Harden  Not  Your  Heart 


For  Only  Once  This  Call  May  Come 


"7  have  come  to  serve' 


i§>t£ter£  of  H>erbtce 


/^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
UL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


Halifax,  N.S  

Quebec,  Que 
Montreal,  Que ... 

Toronto,  Ont  

Winnipeg,  Man 


The 
Sisters 

Service 
Need 
Canada 

sis* 

Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen'Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 

 Port  Work       Camp  Morton,  Man   2  Schools 

 Port  Work       Edmonton,  Alta   Catechetical  Centre 

 Hostel       Edmonton,  Alta.   Hostel 

 Hostel       Vilna,  Alta   Hospital  and  School 

 Hostel       Edson,  Alta   Hospital 

Vancouver,  B.C.   Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  To- 
ronto, it  is  not  in  any  sense  for 
Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the  whole 
Dominion.  One  needs  but  two 
qualities,  love  of  Cod  and  love  ol 
Canada,  to  become  interested  in  the  success  of 
the  'Sisters  of  Service'-" 

►J*  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.  .  .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope." 

►J*  Timothy  Casey, 

Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

O.  E.  Mathieu, 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  Cod  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


/  have  come  to  serve" 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them   at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA. 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 
I  congratulate  the  League  on  the 
nation-wide  benefit  it  has  brought 
to  the  Church  by  financing  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  This  is  an  effort 
to  assist  Catholic  immigrants  in  their 
spiritual  needs  to  make  them  feel  that 
the  Church  in  Canada  welcomes  them,  and  to  aid 
them  in  their  efforts  to  become  Canadian  citizens." 
— Archbishop  Mr. Xcil ,  in  the  Canadian  League, 
January,  1927. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrant  girls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  4S. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Westerrj^Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House.      Sir  Charles  FitzpatrickI 

Quebec,  August  22,  192.>. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work. — E.   W.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


arc  no  ye 


NflTlONJKL. 


That  We  May  See 


ONE  of  the  most  pathetic  and  most  suggestive 
scenes  of  the  Gospel  is  that  offered  to  us  by  the 
blind  Bartimeus.  He  stood  by  the  side  where  the 
Master  was  passing.  Forcing  himself  upon  the  at- 
tention of  Jesus  he  asked  from  Him  only  one  favor: 

"That  I  may  see"  And  the  kind  good  Master 

gave  him  vision.  And  immediately  he  saw  and  fol- 
lowed him  in  the  way." — St.  Mark  X,  4  6-5  2. 

The  Church  today,  like  Christ  in  the  Gospel,  is 
moving  down  the  highway  of  history.  And  how  many 
Catholics,  like  Bartimeus,  are  blind  to  the  great  issues 
that  dominate  Her  life.  They  stand  by  the  wayside 
wondering  what  is  happening,  totally  unaware  of 
the  great  problems  that  await  solution.  "Because  the 
Catholic  tends  to  become  acutely  conscious  of  the 
society  to  which  he  belongs,  he  not  infrequently  loses 
touch  with  forces  and  circumstances  more  or  less  on 
the  periphery  of  the  Church,"  wrote  very  truly  the 
editor  of  the  Commonweal  (July  30,  19  30).  We  are 
wanting  vision. 

"Rabboni .  .  .  .Good  Master.  .  .  .that  I  may  see!" 
....  should  be  the  constant  and  fervent  prayer  of 
every  Catholic.  For  had  we  all  the  vision — that 
broad,  long  and  deep  vision  that  generates  powerful 
and  constant  action,  how  the  supreme  interests  of 
Mother  Church,  particularly  in  the  Home  Mission 
Field,  would  be  better  served!  "That  being  rooted 
and  founded  in  Charity,  you  may  be  able  to  compre- 
hend with  all  the  Saints  what  is  the  breadth  and 
length  and  height  and  depth,"  wrote  St.  Paul  asking 
for  his  beloved  Ephesians  that  comprehensive  vision, 
of  which  we  write. 

Our  vision  should  be  as  broad  as  the  Church 
reaching  to  the  very  confines  of  the  earth.  The 
battles  and  victories  of  Mother  Church  throughout 
the  world,  should  awaken  in  our  hearts  keen  interest 
and  deep  sympathy.  Everything  that  interests  the 
Catholic  Church  interests  the  Catholic  soul. 

This  breadth  of  vision  is  particularly  responsible 
for  the  progress  of  the  Church  in  the  Mission  Field, 
at  Home  and  afar.  For  the  Catholic  Missions  are 
developed  just  in  as  much  as  they  receive  support 
from  the  Catholics  at  large. 

The  long  vision  overcomes  the  barrier  of  time 
just  as  the  broad  vision  reaches  beyond  space. 


The  history  of  the  Church  is  written  more  in  tc:...s 
of  centuries  than  of  years.  Rome  knows  how  to  wait 
because  She  is  eternal.  Like  the  Church  we  "must 
have  in  our  minds  the  eternal  years." — Ps.  76.  2-6. 

That  long  vision  will  help  us  to  be  patient  in  the 
trials  of  the  Church.  Faith  in  Her  divine  Founder 
tells  us  that  "the  gates  of  hell  cannot  prevail  against 
Her."  This  explains  the  calm,  confidence  and,  we 
would  be  tempted  to  say,  the  unconcernedness  of 
Catholics  when  Mother  Church  is  assailed  by  these 
periodical  waves  of  bigotry  and  persecution.  They 
know  they  are  absolutely  sure  that  when  the  tempest 
will  have  spent  its  fury  the  Ship  of  Peter  will  still 
rule  the  waves. 

While  our  hands  are  on  the  present — for  we  deal 
with  facts  and  not  with  dreams — our  eyes  filled  with 
a  long  vision  are  riveted  on  the  future.  The  future 
of  the  Church  is  in  large  measure  in  the  hands  of  Her 
children.     This  future  will  be  what  we  make  it. 

The  present,  we  all  know,  is  to  a  large  extent 
embedded  in  the  past.  We  are  the  unconscious  heirs 
of  others'  thoughts.  The  dead  still  speak  through  us. 
"We  are  bound  to  the  past  in  the  intellectual  order 
and  therefore  we  should  not  be  astonished  to  discover 
how  historically  we  think,  how  traditional  we  are, 
even  when  we  are  claiming  to  make  all  things  new." 
(J.  Maritain).  This  force  of  tradition  makes  itself  so 
strongly  felt  at  times  that  a  new  departure,  a  new 
policy  spreads  uneasiness.  This  timidity  comes  from 
the  want  of  "long-vision."  Foresight  allows  us  to 
see  the  present  not  so  much  involved  with  the  past, 
as  tied  up  with  the  future.  The  men  of  "long-vision" 
are  the  leaders  who  are  bold  enough  to  break  away 
from  tradition,  without  sacrificing  any  principles, 
and  blaze  a  new  trail.  They  use  the  wisdom  of  the 
past  as  the  guide  of  the  future,  time  brings  with  it 
great  changes  and  adaptation  to  new  environment 
is  the  reaction  of  a  living  organism. 

To  govern  is  to  foresee.  Would  that  it  would  be 
given  to  our  Catholic  Canadians  to  foresee  the  con- 
sequence for  the  Church  in  our  Country  which  will 
necessarily  follow  from  the  stand  we  will  now  take 
on  in  the  battle  that  is  now  being  waged  for  the 
mastery  of  the  souls  of  the  new  Canadians  within  our 
midst. 


"BETHINK  THEE  OF  NOBLE  DEEDS.  THAT  THOU  MAYEST  PERFORM  THEM. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Notes  and  Comments 


The  breadth  and  length  of  our 
vision  is  in  proportion  to  its  depth. 
Insight  is  the  very  inspiration  and 
strength  of  foresight.  We  see  as  far 
and  as  wide  as  we  see  deep. 

Faith  gives  us  that  vision  that 
reaches  to  the  very  depths  "of  the 
dispensation  of  the  mystery  which 
hath  been  hidden  from  eternity  in 
God  who  created  all  things."  (Ephes 
III,  9). 

The  whole  work  of  the  Church  is 
centered  around  the  human  soul. 
Through  the  soul  she  reaches  out 
to  the  family  and  to  the  nation, 
affecting  time  and  eternity.  To  fully 
understand  the  workings  of  Mother 
Church  our  vision  must  span  that 
abyss  that  is  between  the  sublime 
heights  of  heaven  and  the  profound 
depths  of  hell.  For  the  redeemed 
soul  during  its  passage  on  earth 
hovers  between  these  two  extremes. 
No  wonder  therefore,  according  to 
St.  Paul,  that  "the  manfold  wisdom 
of  God  is  made  known  to  the  prin- 
cipalities and  powers  in  heavenly 
places  through  the  Church." 
(Ephespes  III,  10  ) . 

When  we  view  from  those  heights 
and  those  depths  the  missionary  en- 
deavours of  the  Church,  what  pro- 
found meaning  they  take  on  for  the 
soul  interested  in  Her  welfare. 

We  may  well  ask  the  Master 
"That  we  may  see."  Nothing  indeed 
can  be  more  helpful  to  the  Church 
than  this  broad,  long  and  deep  vis- 
ion which  gives  us  the  real  Catholic 
view-point  on  all  things  particularly 
on  the  missionary  efforts  of  our 
Spiritual  Mother. 

G.  DALY,  C.SS.R. 


"Life  passes,  riches  fly  away, 
popularity  is  fickle,  the  senses  de- 
cay, the  world  changes,  friends  die. 
One  alone  is  true  to  us;  One  alone 
can  be  true;  One  alone  can  be  all 
things  to  us;  One  alone  can  supply 
our  needs." — Newman. 

.   »{.  $  $  $ $  .j.  .j.  »♦,  .j.  .j, .j.  »♦ 

I  Mission  Sunday  | 

1        OCTOBER  19  I 


%  Think   what   it   would  * 

*  mean  to  our  Mission-  X 

£  aries  if  every  Catholic  * 

%  in  the  country  said  one  * 

***  ♦*♦ 

*  prayer,   and  gave  one  ❖ 

%  small  alms  for  the  Mis-  t 

*  •  * 

*  sions.  * 

t  * 

*  * 

.**  »♦*  »♦«  »♦«                    »♦«  .♦.  .♦.               A  A       «    ♦    *    •    .    *  ♦ 
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OUR  ANNUAL  APPEAL 

Our  subscribers  have  all  received 
the  appeal  which  we  send  out  an- 
nually. The  revenue  from  this  ap- 
peal is  one  of  our  main  sources  of 
income.  Once  more  we  make  no 
apology  for  begging — The  cause  to 
which  we  devote  ourselves  is  our 
only  answer — The  work  stands  on 
its  own  merits.  Moreover,  our  ap- 
peal confidently  relies  on  the  ac- 
cepted principle  that  all  purely  mis- 
sionary endeavours  in  the  Church 
of  God  are  dependent  on  the  charit- 
able generosity  of  Catholics  at 
large. 

That  the  existence  and  progress 
of  our  mission  field  throughout  the 
worla  should  at  all  times  depend  to 
a  very  large  extent  on  the  generous 
charity  of  all  Catholics,  is  a  fact 
which  goes  to  prove  that  the  co- 
operation of  the  faithful  is  a  vital 
factor  in  the  economy  of  our  Re- 
demption. 

*  *  * 
HART)  TIMES! 

I  am  sure  that  some  of  our  friends 
will  be  tempted  to  cancel  or  curtail 
their  annual  donation  to  the  S.O.S., 
under  the  plea  of  "hard  times." 
In  answer  to  this  excuse  may  we  say 
that  the  missionary  endeavours  of 
the  Church  need  more  their  help 
in  times  of  financial  stringency. 
For  necessarily  our  sources  of  sup- 
ply are  affected  by  present  con- 
ditions, and  yet  the  work  has  to 
go  on. 

The  solution  to  this  dilemma  lies 
in  the  self-sacrifice  of  our  Catholic 
friends.  We  are  confident  there- 
fore that  the  great  harvest  of  souls 
in  the  Home-Mission  Field  shall  not 
suffer  for  want  of  the  support  our 
generous  harvesters  need.  They  are 
spending  their  life  in  fighting  the 
battles  of  Mother  Church.  They 
look  to  us  for  help  in  their  great 
endeavour. 

When  the  war  was  on  we  went 
through  hard  times.  Still  we  always 
found  something  to  send  to  our 
boys  on  the  great  Western  front. 
We  stinted  ourselves,  we  curtailed 
our  luxuries  to  help  those  who  were 
fighting  "our  battles." — G.D. 

*  *  * 

OUR  TRUST  IN  PROVIDENCE 

Fullv  convinced  of  the  need  of 
the  S.O.S.  in  Canada's  great  Home- 
Mission  Field,  we  launched  our  net 
out  into  the  deep,  resting  on  the 
promises  of  the  Lord.  And  He  did 
not  fail  us. 

We  started  our  work  on  a  "shoe- 


string"— We  purchased  ou  •  Mother 
House — the  cradle  of  the  Institute, 
with  borrowed  money.  "  ittle  by 
little — by  dint  of  effort  and  the 
help  of  an  intense  propaganda  the 
interest  of  Catholics  was  awakened. 
And  once  the  interest  of  t*ie  Catho- 
lic heart  has  been  quickened  the 
purse  strings  are  released  Divine 
Providence  sent  our  way  generous 
benefactors  who  have  made  possible 
the  rapid  extension  of  our  aork 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific. 

Although  we  are  heavily  weighed 
down  by  a  growing  debt  and  a  neces- 
sarily increased  expenditure  we 
still  have  confidence  in  the  Fatherly 
care  of  Divine  Providence.  For 
are  we  not  working,  giving  our 
very  life  for  God's  Church  and  for 
souls?  How  could  God  refuse  us 
the  help  we  need  to  carry  on  "His 
work." 

You  are,  generous  friends,  co- 
workers. Your  continued  kindness 
to  our  work  is  the  answer  to  our  act 
of  Faith  and  Confidence  in  our 
Heavenly  Father  who  watches  over 
us.  Our  only  fear  is  that  we  may 
not  be  always  as  worthy  as  we 
should  be  of  His  loving  protection. 

*  *  * 
OUR  LAST  WILL. 

It  is  love  that  dictates  the  writing 
of  our  last  will.  The  terms  of  this 
will  allow  us  to  visualize  the  af- 
fections that  dominate  our  life.  It 
is  but  fair  and  natural  that  those 
who  have  been  closely  united  to  us 
by  the  bonds  of  flesh  and  friend- 
ship should  be  the  beneficiaries  of 
what  we  leave  when  death  comes. 
But  if  God,  His  Church,  and  the 
missions  are  not  mentioned  in  this 
last  expression  of  life  itself  and 
the  affections  that  dominated  it, 
must  we  not  conclude  the  supreme 
interests  of  the  soul  were  but  sec- 
ondary in  our  thoughts  and  affec- 
tions. 

Well  did  Cardinal  Manning  say 
that  a  will  in  which  God  and  the 
Church  are  not  mentioned  is  not  a 
Catholic  will. 

*  *  * 

INSIDIOUS  PROPAGANDA 

We  noted  in  our  last  issue  and 
commented  upon  the  recrudescence 
of  activities  of  the  various  religious 
denominations  among  our  Catholic 
new-Canadians.  Thin  is  most  notic- 
able  at  our  ports  of  entry.  Litera- 
ture is  being  distributed  to  our 
Catholic  immigrants  as  they  land. 
Written  in  their  respective  language 
these  leaflets  are  most  misleading. 


NOT  POVERTY,  OR 
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The  general  impression  they  seem 
to  wish  to  convey  to  the  new  arrival 
is  that  in  changing  their  national 
allegiance  on  entering  this  new 
country  they  should  also  consider 
a  possible  change  in  their  religious 
tenets.  The  following  report  speaks 
for  itself: 

*       *  * 

SOME  ACTIVITIES  OF  THE  BIBLE 
SOCIETY 

The  Bible  Society  is,  of  course, 
thoroughly  familiar  with  racial  dif- 
ferences in  Canada,  for  it  meets 
these  immigrants  at  the  ports  where 
they  land  and  follows  them  to  their 
new  homes  through  a  chain  of  Bible- 
lu  uses  from  which  the  Scriptures 
reach  the  remotest  corners.  Here  is 
one  significant  comment  on  the  re- 
tirement of  Miss  Helen  Caron,  for  19 
years  its  representative  at  the  Immi- 
gration Building,  Quebec:  "There  is 
surely  food  for  reflection  in  the  fact 
that  during  those  nineteen  years  she 
distributed  over  700,000  copies  of 
single  Gospe/s  in  thirty-seven  lan- 
guages." 

One  of  the  colporteurs  worked  sys- 
tematically through  the  Ukrainian 
settlement  in  Alberta,  and  so  great 
wa  the  demand  that  all  the  depots 
west  of  Montreal  were  depleted  of 
their  stocks  of  Ukrainian  Scriptures 
and  orders  had  to  be  cabled  to  Lon- 
don for  fresh  supplies.  In  Ottawa  a 
colporteur  visited  people  of  foreign 
birth,  being  able  to  address  them  in 
their  own  tongues.  Slovaks  sought 
him  rut  in  numbers.  Of  one  day  he 
wrote:  "A  French  sermon  in  the 
morning,  a  Chinese  sermon  in  the 
aftermoon,  and  a  glorious  Ttalian  ser- 
vice for  the  thirty-five  present." — 
Report  of  Canadian  Bible  Society. 

*     *     *  » 
DEMOCRATIC  CULTURE. 

Mr.  Ramsay  MacDonald,  speaking 
at  the  annual  dinner  of  Morley 
College,  admirably  described  the 
educational  ideals  of  that  institu- 
tion. Pointing  out  that  the  College 
did  not  aim  at  improving  the  stu- 
dents' status  in  life,  he  said  that 
it  gave  them  nothing  except  culture, 
"nothing  except  the  satisfaction  of 
the  appetite  of  their  minds  and 
of  their  souls,"  a  widening  of  their 
horizon,  a  deepening  of  their  ap- 
preciation of  life,  and  "the  secret  of 
how  to  spend  their  leisure  by  them- 
selves with  the  ghosts  of  the  great 
dead."  This  he  called  "democratic 
culture."  We  hope  that  he  realised 
also  how  fittingly  his  words  de- 
scribed the  ideals  for  which  the 
ancient  universities  of  this  land 
have  always  stood,  although  their 
claim  to  be  democratic  is  not  al- 
ways so  readilj  conceded. 

It  has  been  left  to  this  industrial 
and  competitive  age  to  reject  these 
ideals,  or  perhaps  more  accurately, 


to  fail  altogether  to  comprehend 
them.  The  older  universities  are 
continually  criticised  for  ineffic- 
iency in  training  men  and  women 
to  gain  a  livelihood  in  after  life. 
This  they  have  never  professed  to 
do,  though  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
pressure  from  without  is  forcing 
them  gradually  to  change.  The 
other  day  a  well  known  man  pub- 
licly deplored  the  increase  in  stu- 
dents of  Arts  courses  because  such 
studies  were  of  "use"  only  for  the 
Church,  the  Bar,  and  the  teaching 
profession.  Were  it  not,  unfortun- 
ately, true  that  the  problem  of 
bread-and-butter  is  desperately 
pressing,  such  an  utterance  would 
be  shameful.  Some  solution,  other 
than  making  utility  the  prime  mo- 
tive for  the  pursuit  of  knowledge, 
must  be-  found,  or  our  educational 
ideal  will  have  sunk  back  to  the 
level  of  the  ancient  sophistry. 

MISSIONARIES  ARE  THE  GLORY 
OF  THE  CHURCH. 

The  Church  is  proud  of  the  men 
and  women  whom  we  call  our  mis- 
sionaries. It  is  proud  of  their  abil- 
ity, their  generosity,  their  virtues 
and  their  work.  We,  too,  are 
proud,  but  their  devotion  should  in- 
spire us  to  participate  in  their 
work.  We  may  not  go  with  them, 
but  we  can  follow  them  and  stay 
with  them  by  our  prayers  and  our 
gifts. 

"We  can  build  and  maintain  the 
churches,  schools  and  hospitals 
which  they  need  for  their  people. 
We  can  shelter,  clothe  and  feed 
them.  We  can  pay  for  their  trans- 
portation. Our  very  interest  will 
give  them  courage  and  comfort. 

"Think  of  the  lonely  life  they 
lead.  They  are  thousands  of  miles 
from  home  and  friends.  They  have 
none  of  the  conveniences  or  com- 
forts which  they  once  knew  and 
which  we  enjoy — in  fact,  which  we 
consider  essential.  Their  compan- 
ions are  of  another  civilization 
whose  language  and  habits  are 
strange  and  sometimes  repulsive. 
But  for  them  these  noble  men  and 
women  live  and  work  and  finally 
die,  unknown  and  forgotten. 

"It  is  a  privilege  to  share  in  their 
efforts.  They  will  do  the  work, 
they  will  bear  the  burdens,  they 
will  suffer  and  die.  The  least  we 
can  do  is  support  them." 

Rt.  Rev.  John  L.  Belford,  D.D. 
*       *  * 
UNTO  A  NEW  DAWN. 

In  recent  years  the  world  has  be- 
come very  much  air-minded.  Bril- 
liant beacons,  dotting  the  airways 
of  the  nations,  are  illumining  the 
skies  and  safely  guiding  the  avia- 
tors in  their  swift  flights  along 
star-light  heights.  Is  not  our  vis- 
ion, however,  all  too  often  confined 


to  those  regions  just  beneath  the 
stars,  where  aviators  are  blazing 
their  paths  of  glory? 

As  Catholics,  believing  as  we  do 
in  the  supernatural,  why  do  not 
our  thoughts  transcend  more  often 
the  very  star-dust  of  the  heavens 
to  consider  those  luminous  paths 
blazed  by  our  intrepid  missionaries? 
Ever  gently  and  prayerfully  the 
missionaries  are  guiding  countless 
souls  to  a  new  and  unfading  dawn, 
into  the  very  presence  of  that  di- 
vine Master  who  died  for  their  sal- 
vation. 

By  munificent  grants  of  money 
and  the  praise  of  an  admiring 
world,  the  aviators  are  being  en- 
couraged to  attain  still  greater 
achievments  in  their  mastery  of  the 
air. 

What  on  the  other  hand,  are  we 
doing  for  our  missionaries  striving 
for  greater  conquests,  conquests 
that  shall  lead  countless  souls  to 
the  fruition  of  the  beauty  of  the 
Eternal  Mansions?  Do  we  prey  for 
them  that  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest 
may  be  with  them  and  strengthen 
them?  Do  we  encourage  the  mis- 
sionaries in  their  difficult  work 
for  souls?  Do  we  remember  them, 
as  we  ought,  in  our  gifts  of  charity 
and  in  our  last  will  and  testament? 
From  The  Neumann  Record. 


MOTHERS  OF  MEN 

All  glory  and  praise  be  given  to  the 
martyrs  the  Church  proclaims, 
But  I  think  of  the  silent  martyrs 

she  never  knows  nor  names, 
We  will  always  pray  to  the  martyrs 
who  died  in  the  din  and  the 
strife. 

But  I   would   like  to  pray   to  the 

mothers  who  gave  such  men 

their  life. 
I  think  of  their  days  of  watching 

and    their    nights    in  silent 

prayer 

That  God  would  guide  their  child- 
ren and  make  them  great  and 
strong; 

And  now  they  are  standing  only 
where  the  fruits  of  such  pray- 
er belong. 

The  Church  has  proclaimed  them 
martyrs  and  we  know  she  can- 
not err, 

But  still  my  thoughts  go  wandering 
backward  and  then  to  her 

Who  gave  her  all  so  freely  on  the 
battlefield  of  life, 

That  others  might  win  the  glory 
and  be  heroes  in  the  strife. 

She  never  looks  for  honor;  their 
honor  is  all  she  craves, 

And  I  know  she  smiles  from  Heav- 
en as  we  venerate  their  graves. 

Her  life  was  a  silent  battle  but 
she  knows  it  was  well  won, 

When  she  sees  the  Church  on  earth 
place  honor  on  her  son. 

May  Rundle  Wall 

Halifax,  N.S. 


"SOW  THE  BEST  YOU  HAVE,  AND  YOU  WILL  REAP  THE  BEST  THAT  HEAVEN  AFFORDS. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


"Auld  Acquaintance." 

Is  there  anything  in  the  world 
more  stimulating  than  the  power  of 
old  companionship — especially  if  its 
influence  be  for  good. 

It  is  retreat  week,  that  blessed 
week  which  is  so  often  likened  to 
the  Filling  Station  of  the  soul  on 
the  Road  of  Life — a  week  of  mem- 
ories. We  sit  in  the  old  familiar 
places  in  the  little  chapel,  around 
us  are  many,  though  not  all,  of  our 
old  time  companions,  gathered  in 
from  the  S.O.S.  missions.  Their 
presence  brings  back  thoughts  of 
those  blessed  happy  Novitiate  days 
— pregnant  with  the  spirit  of  youth 
and  high  enthusiasm.  Oh!  the 
dreams  we  dreamt  then,  the  noble 
things  we  would  do  in  the  holy 
service  of  Christ.  The  joy  that  filled 
our  hearts  as  Novitiate  days  passed, 
and  the  great  day  of  profession  ap- 
proached. Did  any  sacrifice  seem 
too  big  with  Christ  so  near? 

What  happened  to  all  our 
dreams,  to  all  our  noble  thoughts 
and  high  aspirations?  Our  group 
of  novices  separated,  each  to  a  dif- 
ferent mission.  Some  to  hospitals, 
some  to  hostels,  some  to  schools, 
some  to  Port  work.  Contact  with 
everyday  life,  the  tarnishing  breath 
of  the  world  perhaps  had  robbed 
these  dreams  of  their  lustre 


One  looks  around  at  old 
companions — there  in  the 
little  Convent  chapel- 
one  sees  the  earnestness, 
the  piety  the  whole-heart- 
ed endeavour  to  make  a 
retreat,  and  the  thought 
comes  to  mind.  Our  aspirations 
are  no  less  noble,  but  we  ourselves 
have  changed.  Our  prayers  now 
have  a  mere  humble  tone.  In  the 
old  days  it  was  "Lord  let  me 
accomplish  great  things  for  Thee." 
But  contact  with  the  world, 
self  knowledge,  and  a  deeper 
spiritual  insight  has  temper- 
ed all  this,  and  now  we  humbly 
say;  "Lord,  let  me  be  but  useful  in 
this  world  of  Thine,  let  me  but  ease 
the  ruts  along  life's  pathway  for 
some  tired  soul." 

And  so  blessed  retreat  days  pass, 
and  each  one  goes  back  to  her  little 
world  filled  with  a  new  courage — 
ready  to  do  big  things  or  little 
things  for  Christ,  just  as  He  may 
ask. 

Profession. 

A.  religious  profession  of  God's 
chosen  ones  in  a  Convent  chapel! 
Only  those  who  have  been  present 
at  one  of  these  touching  ceremonies 
can  know  what,  it  means.  All  be- 
speaks nobility,  sacrifice,  consecra- 
tion, and  above  all  an  undying  love, 
and  one  involuntarily  exclaims  "If 
this  is  so  beautiful,  what  must 
Heaven  be?" 

As  the  knights  of  old  plighted 
their  troth  to  the  King,  so  on  bend- 
ed knee  each  Sister  makes  her  vows 
to  her  King  and  Spouse:  I  vow  to 
Thee  all,  my  life,  my  will,  my  body 
with  all  its  faculties,  all  that  I 
have  and  am,  all  that  I  hope  to  be; 
I  promise  to  go  with  Thee,  Master, 
all  through  life,  even  unto  the  end." 
Thus  she  speaks  to  her  King  in 
the  depths  of  her  soul  as  she  pro- 
nounces the  sacred  formula  which 
binds  her  to  His  service,  to  do  what 


lie  choses,  to  go  where  He  wills. 
Prisoners  of  Christ  they  are,  will- 
ing captives  caught  by  the  beauty 
of  His  Sacred  Heart,  and  bound  by 
the  chains  of  His  love — chains 
which  draw  the  soul  ever  nearer 
and  nearer  to  Heaven  as  time  goes 
on. 

On  the  feast  of  the  Assumption, 
August  15th,  in  the  chapel  of  the 
Novitiate  Sister  Margaret  Morgan 
(Scotland)  had  the  happiness  of 
pronouncing  for  the  first  time,  her 
holy  vows,  while  the  following  Sis- 
ters made  their  annual  renewal. 
Sister  Kathleen  Schenck  (St.  Cath- 
arines), Sister  Margaret  Guest 
(Johnville,  N.B.),  Sister  Monica 
Meade  (Ottawa),  Sister  Margaret 
O'Hare  (Renfrew),  Sister  Patricia 
McConway  (Scotland),  Sister  Mary 
Fitzmaurice  (Manitoba),  Sister 
Margaret  Muldoon  (Montreal).  The 
vows  were  received,  in  the  name  of 
His  Grace  the  Archbishop,  by  Very 
Reverend  P.  Costello,  C.SS.R.,  Pro- 
vincial of  the  Toronto  Province  of 
the  Redemptorists. 

Five  days  previous  to  the  profes- 
sion the  annual  retreat  opened. 
Twenty-five,  professed  Sisters,  nov- 
ices and  postulants  followed  the  ex- 
ercises, which  were  given  by  Rev- 
erend P.  Costello,  C.SS.R. 

New  Recruits 

On  August  2nd,  the  feast  of  St. 
Alphonsus,  seven  new  postulants 
entered  our  ranks.  We  wish  them 
joy  and  perseverance  in  the  re- 
ligious life. 


GRATITUDE. 


Our  most  heartfelt  thanks  are 
due  to  Very  Reverend  P.  Costello, 
C.SS.R.  The  retreat  he  gave  will 
he  long  remembered  as  a  time  of 
encouragement  and  inspiration — a 
time  when  we  were  permitted  "to 
climb  to  the  Feet  of  God,"  and 
experience  a  little  foretaste  of 
Heaven. 


OUR  DAILY  TASK  IS  TO  TRANSLATE  ASPIRATION  INTO  ACHIEVEMENT." 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field 

CAMPAIGNING  FOR  CHRIST 


DURING  the  summer  months  four  Sisters  of 
Service  have  been  touring  through  the 
rural  parts  of  Alberta  and  Manitoba  teach- 
ing catechism  to  children,  and  preparing  I  hem 
for  the  Sacraments.  The  experiences  they  had 
would  almost  fill  a  book,  and  we  hope  to  be  able 
to  give  some  of  them  in  our  next  issue,  for  thi.-S 
time  however  we  will  content  ourselves  with  giv- 
ing a  few  excerpts  from  the  letters  of  one  of  the 
Sisters  who  are  working  in  what  is  called  the 
Alberta  Coal  Branch — a  district  in  the  foothills 
of  the  Rockies. 

"My  hours  are  now  numbered  on  this  Branch, 
and  as  I  sit  on  this  high  tableland  surrounded  by 
mountains  I  think  of  how  privileged  I  have  been 
to  be  out  here.  I  have  gained  a  great  deal  spirit- 
ually, mentally  and  physically.  Spiritually  be- 
cause of  the  contact  with  this  great  Missionary 


Luscar,  Alberta. 
Two  Sisters  of  Sej-viec  Taught  Catech  ism    in   this  Distr 
During  the  Summer  Months. 


id 


bather  L.  Rereally  I  had  no  notion  of  what  mis- 
sionary life  was  until  I  came  here.-  Now  1  realize 
its  fulness,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it.  Yesterday 
an  old  lady  said  to  us  'If  God  is  a--  good  and 
kind  as  Father  L.  then  I  think  we  shall  be  saved.' 

Father  L.  has  great  dreams.  Over  eight  years 
ago  he  had  visions  of  three  chapels  in  this  district, 
and  now  after  lots  of  hard  work  his  dreams  are 
realised,  and  the  chapels  exist,  free  from  debt  too. 
He  still  has  another  dream  though,  and  that  is  to 
see  tli e  Sisters  of  Service  established  on  this 
Branch. 

The  children  here  need  instruction  badly.  At 
this  place  about  twenty-five  children  come  to 
cathechism.  The  town  school  has  an  attendance 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty,  but  only  one  sixth  of 
these  are  Catholics,  and  it  is  quite  hard  for  them 
to  hold  to  good  principles  among  companions, 
many  of  whom  are  far  from  good.  The  sur- 
roundings here  are  pleasant,  but  camp  life  in 
the  mines  is  very  hard. 

One  evening  we  went  with  some  girls  up 
Mount  Harris.  It  was  glorious.  "We  saw  ex- 
quisite wild  flowers  and  strange  vegetation. 
What  a  wonderful  view  we  had  from  the  top. 
The  sun  was  setting  over  the  surrounding  snow- 
capped peaks,  and  the  Camp  for  below  us 
seemed  like  a  tiny  speck." 

During  the  winter  months  the  children  who 
have  been  taught  by  the  Sisters  during  the 
summer,  continue  their  instructions  by  mail. 
The  system  of  teaching  catechism  by  mail  was 
inaugurated  five  years  ago,  and  now  something 
like  two  thousand  children  are  receiving  in- 
struction through  this  medium.  These  children 
are  mostly  living  in  isolated  districts  of  the 
West,  where  they  have  very  little  contact  with 
the  ( ihurch. 


YOU  WILL  NEVER  GET  POOH  IX  WHAT   YOU    HO    FOR    GOD'S  CAUSE. 
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DOSIA  OF  EDMONTON 


SHE  ARRIVED  at  our  Hostel  last  October 
— hatless  and  without  a  coat. 
"Do  you  speak  English?"  we  asked. 
"No  English,  me  Polish,"  she  replied  with 
a  smile. 

Further  investigation  told  us  that  she  had 
been  working  on  a  farm  in  Alberta,  working 
hard,  as  her  toil  worn  hands  testified,  and 
for  the  low  wages  of  $10.00  per  month.  Then 
one  day  she  learned  that  there  was  a  Polish 
priest  in  Edmonton,  so  she  came  to  see  him, 
and  he  directed  her  to  the  Hostel,  and  told 
her  to  stay  with  the  Sisters  until  better  work 
could  be  found  for  her. 

So  Dosia  stayed  at  the  Hostel,  and  while 
she  was  there  endeared  herself  to  all  around 
her  with  her  bright  happy  smile,  and  willing- 
ness to  help. 

"Winter  was  on  its  way,  the  weather  be- 
came cold,  and  still  Dosia  went  around  with- 
out a  coat.  "You  have  money,  Dosia,  you  must 
buy  something  warm  for  the  winter,"  we  suggest- 
ed, but  only  after  a  great  deal  of  consideration  did 
she  consent  to  buy  a  cheap  little  coat.  Dresses  were 
shown  to  her,  but  with  a  wistful  expression  in 
her  eyes  she  turned  resolutely  away  saying, 
"nice,  0  very  nice,  but  too  much  money."  Know- 
ing that  she  had  about  $70.00  in  her  possession 
we  were  a  little  puzzled  at  her  conduct. 

At  last  a  place  was  found  for  her  with  a 
family  in  Edmonton,  and  with  tears  in  her  eyes 
Dosia  departed  for  her  new  home.  We  too,  felt 
sad  at  losing  our  little  Polish  girl,  whose  bright 
and  sunny  ways  had  won  the  affection  of  every- 
one. However  she  came  back  to  see  us  quite 
often,  and  we  heard  splendid  reports  of  her  from 
her  employer. 

February  came,  and  one  day  we  heard  that 
Dosia  was  leaving  almost  immediately  for  some 
distant  point  in  Ontario.  We  questioned  her  on 
the  subject,  and  learned  that  her  ticket  had  been 
sent  to  her  by  some  unknown  man,  and  that  he 
had  also  promised  her  a  good  position  when  she 
arrived.  Dosia  seemed  to  think  that  the  arrange- 
ments were  perfect,  but  we  were  a  little  suspic- 
ious of  the  affair,  and  asked  her  to  wait  until 
we  investigated.  It  took  a  long  time  to  persuade 
her,  but  finally  she  consented  to  wait  a  few  days, 
but  the  consent  was  given  unwillingly.  "Sister 
doesn't  want  me  to  earn  more  money,"  she  cried. 

During  the  days  that  followed  we  wrote  to 
various  people  asking  them  to  investigate  con- 
ditions in  the  little  town  where  Dosia  proposed 
to  go,  and  in  the  meantime  a  Polish  priest  came 
to  Edmonton.   We  placed  Dosia's  case  before  him, 


St.  John's  Church,  Ertson,  Alberta. 

and  he  was  able  to  enlighten  us  about  her  appar- 
ently insatiable  love  of  money. 

Her  father  over  in  Poland  was  always  writing 
to  her  begging  for  money.  They  were  seizing  his 
farm — he  had  nothing  left  now  of  value  but  a 
cow,  and  there  were  four  ehillren  to  support. 
When  Dosia  had  come  to  Canada  with  the  inten- 
tion of  retrieving  the  fortunes  of  the  little  family, 
she  had  borrowed  the  money  for  her  passage  at  a 
high  rate  of  interest,  and  she  was  now  trying  to 
pay  it  back,  and  help  her  father  at  the  same  time. 
Wages  were  low  in  Edmonton,  and  Dosia  thought 
by  going  East  she  would  get  more  money. 

"If  I  got  you  a  position  at  $25.00  or  even 
$30.00  a  month  would  you  stay  Dosia  f"  we  asked, 
and  she  gladly  consented. 

Now  positions  at  $25.00  or  $30.00  a  month  for 
a  girl  who  speaks  very  little  English  are  very 
hard  to  obtain  in  Edmonton,  and  we  found  our- 
selves in  a  difficulty.  However,  nothing  daunted 
Ave  started  a  novena  to  obtain  Dosia  a  good  place. 

Seven  days  afterwards  one  of  our  Sisters  came 
in  from  the  hospital  in  Edson. 

"We  want  a  good  capable  girl,"  she  announc- 
ed, "and  we  will  pay  $25.00  or  even  $30.00  a 
month  for  one  to  help  us  in  the  hospital." 

"We  have  exactly  what  you  want,"  we  an- 
swered gladly,  and  the  next  day  Dosia  was  ready 
to  start. 

The  following  day  a  telegram  came  from  On- 
tario. "We  have  investigated,"  it  read,  "con- 
ditions most  unfavourable,  keep  girl  from  com- 
ing." 

We  said  a  fervent  prayer  of  thanksgiving  thai 
our  little  Polish  girl  was  safe. 


HE  THAT  HATH  PITY  UPON  THE  POOH    LENDETH  TO  THE  LORD." — Piov.  XIX,  17. 
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IMMIGRANTS!!! 


T 


Immigrant  Children.    Surely  They 
are  Worth  Helping! 


HE  title 
is  enough," 
you  say, 
"I  have  no  sym- 
pathy \v  i  t  h 
them,"  and  you 
can  hardly  be 
blamed  w  h  e  n 
one  considers 
t  h  e  situation 
created  by  1111- 
ployment,  lack 
of  adjustment, 
etc.  Under  such 
c  i  r  c  u  in- 
stances as  these 
it  is  often  diffi- 
cult for  us  to 
awaken  interest 
a  n  d  sympathy 
in  our  work,  but 
at  the  risk  of 
trying  y  o  U  r 
patience,  there 

are  just  three  points  that  we  would  like  to  bring 
forward. 

Other  denominations  care  for  their  immi- 
grants, worthy  or  unworthy.  Their  people  fur- 
nish them  with  sufficient  funds  to  care  for  ours, 
too,  if  we  are  unwilling  to  look  after  them  our- 
selves.  We  have  daily  proofs  of  this. 

The  successful  effort,  that  has  been  made  by 
Catholics  during  the  last  seven  years,  to  cope 
with  Catholic  immigration  has  given  us  a  stand- 
ing with  the  Federal  Government  such  as,  per- 
haps, we  never  enjoyed  before.  They  realise  that 
we  intend  to  look  after  our  own. 

A  large  percentage  of  our  immigrants  are 
good  practical  Catholics,  and  have  the  makings 
of  creditable  Canadian  citiens. 

The  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  to  try 
by  every  means  to  cope  with  these  handicaps — a 
work,  which  on  account  of  its  extensiveness,  re- 
quires all  the  backing  that  a  loyal  Catholic  Can- 
adian public  can  give.  The  Immigrant  is  here 
to  stay,  and  he  will  be  the  Citizen  of  tomorrow. 

Look  at.  a  few  of  our  figures  for  the  past  year: 

Twenty-two  thousand  four  hundred  Catholic 
immigrants  were  met  personally  and  received 
assistance  at  the  Port  of  Halifax. 

In  our  Hostels  98,822  meals  were  served  to 
immigrant,  girls,  and  31,300  beds  provided.  Had 
there  been  no  Hostels  these  meals  would  probably 
have  been  partaken  of  in  cheap  restaurants,  and 
accommodation,  perhaps  unknowingly  sought  in 
questionable  rooming  houses. 


From  Edmonton,  through  the  medium  of  the 
mail  religious  instruction  is  being  given  to  the 
children  of  settlers  in  isolated  regions.  Approxi- 
mately two  thousand  children  are  at  present  tak- 
ing advantage  of  these  lessons.  Not  to  mention 
the  personal  letters,  the  thousands  of  Catholic 
magazines  and  newspapers  that  are  sent  out  every 
year  to  gladden  the  heart  of  lonely  settlers  in  the 
West. 

In  two  small  hospitals  in  the  West  many  a  sick 
body  and  still  more  sick  soul  is  nursed  back  to 
health  and  happiness,  and  in  Manitoba  and 
Alberta  Sisters  are  teaching  in  three  rural  schools. 

And  so  forth.  The  care  of  the  immigrant,  how- 
ever unpopular  the  topic  may  be,  is  not  a  problem 
that  can  be  thrust  aside  as  trivial.  At  the  present 
time  it  is  occupying  some  of  the  greatest  brains 
of  Church  and  State.  It  is  one  which  enlists  little 
of  public  help  or  sympathy.  Being  able  to  see  the 
public  point  of  view  as  well  as  our  own,  we  can 
scarcely  expect  anything  else,  but  we  ask  you  to 
consider  our  side,  and  to  be  interested  in  our  work. 
Cur  work  saves  many  problems  and  tragedies 
among  our  Catholic  immigrants,  which  if  .not 
averted  would  cause  others  to  ask  "are  Catholics 
asleep?" 

"I  have  no  sympathy  with  immigrants,  they 
have  abused  our  kindness,"  with  truth  you  might 
say  this,  but  think  Friend — Christ  could  say  the 
same  of  your  soul  and  mine.  lie  died  for  them 
too.  Help  us  to  keep  them  good,  pure  and  holy — 
especially  the  young  girls  and  the  little  children 
who  come  to  our  shores.  At  least  let  us  give  them 
every  chance.  Canada  lias  the  name  of  being  a 
fair-minded  country.  Shall  less  be  said  of  Catholic 
Canada?  It  may  be  the  soul  id'  an  immigrant 
which  will  one  day  help  you  win  your  Heaven. 
As  the  poet  says : 

"...  .We  can  turn  our  backs  upon  him,  or  make 

of  him  a  friend. 
Who  will  come  to  speak  our  language,  and  the 

flag  we  love  defend. 
But.  it's  not  enough  to  pay  him  for  the  labour  of 

his  hand. 

We  must  teach  him  all  our  customs,  till  he  learns 
to  love  our  land. 

He  is  very  busy  thinking  though  his  thoughts  he 
cannot,  speak. 

In  the  future  he'll  be  something — that  is  true  of 
every  man — 

And  the  blame  may  be  upon  us,  if  he's  not  Cana- 
dian. 

So  let's  make  him  a  Canadian,  and  treat  him  as 
a  friend. 

Let's  teach  him  love  of  freedom — it  will  pay  us 
in  the  end.         Sr.  P.  MeConwav.  SXTS. 


CONTRIBUTE  TOWARDS  THE  SALVATION  OF  A  SOIL. 
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STRANGE  ARE  THE  WAYS  OF  GOD 


WE  MEET  many  strange  things  in  our  little 
country  hospitals.  Happenings  which  make 
us  marvel  and  wonder  at  the  goodness  of 
God  in  dealing  with  souls. 

Not  long  ago  a  young  man  was  sent  into  our 
Hospital  at  Edson  suffering  from  a  badly  poison- 
ed hand.  He  was  a  real  knight  of  the  road,  who 
spent  his  time  tramping  from  place  to  place  try- 
ing to  pick  up  a  living  as  best  he  could.  He  had 
no  money,  and  very  few  clothes,  but  a  gleam  of 
pride  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  told  us  he  came 
from  New  Brunswick.  Home,  however  was  a  long 
way  off,  and  the  religion  of  his  childhood  was 
fast  becoming  a  mere  memory. 

"Yes,  he  was  a  Catholic,"  he  answered  in 
reply  to  our  question,  and  to  prove  his  statement 
he  showed  us  a  rosary  that  he  had  kept  always 
about  him — the  last  and  only  link  with  the 
Church  of  his  childhood,  but  a  link  that  is  very 
hard  to  break. 

While  he  was  in  the  hospital  we  washed  and 
mended  the  few  clothes  he  had,  and  provided  him 
with  others.  His  hand  was  healing  well,  and  he 
once  more  began  to  feel  a  respectable  citizen. 
Then  one  day  we  asked  him  if  it  wasn't  time  for 
him  to  make  his  peace  with  God.  He  hesitated 
at  first,  but  at  last  grace  triumphed,  and  he  went 
to  confession.  The  next  day  the  poor  prodigal 
met  his  Father  in  the  close  embrace  of  Holv  Com- 


A  Party  of  Three! 
On  the  shores  of  the  SaskatchciLwn 
River. 


The  Hospitul  Staff,  Edson,  Alberta 
'NO  ONE  WAS  EVER  REALLY  THE  POORER  FOR  AN 


munion.  Shortly 
afterwards  he 
left  the  hospital 
feeling  a  new 
man — h  e  a  1  e  d 
body  and  soul. 

A  Rosary —  a 
poisoned  hand — 
and  a  little 
country  hospital 
had  been  the  in- 
struments used 
in  bringing  a 
strayed  s  h  e  e  p 
back  to  the  Fold. 

Another  case 
came  to  our  Hos- 
pital  some  time 

ago,  a  poor  woman  this  time,  who  had  wandered 
far  from  her  Father's  House.  While  she  was  ill 
we  tried  gently  to  bring  her  back,  but  it  was  no 
use.  She  left  the  Hospital  without  making  her 
peace  with  God,  and  we  could  only  pray  that  Our 
dear  Lord  in  His  goodness  would  use  some  other 
means  of  bringing  her  back  to  Him. 

A  few  weeks  later  a  very  sick  patient  was 
admitted  to  the  Hospital,  and  to  our  surprise  we 
found  it  was  the  same  poor  woman  who  had  been 
with  us  before.  Seeing  that  in  a  very  short  time 
she  would  be  called  to  meet  her  Maker,  we  once 
more  spoke  to  her  of  the  merciful  Saviour  Who 
was  waiting  for  her  to  come  back  to  Him,  wait- 
ihg  so  patiently  and  lovingly.  This  time  our 
words  were  not  in  vain.  The  poor  soul  hasten- 
ed back  to  her  Father's  arms,  that  Father  whom 
she  was  to  meet  so  soon  as  a  Judge. 

Truly  the  ways  of  God  are  wonderful,  and 
we  feel  so  thankful  to  be  allowed  to  have  a 
little  part  in  the  work  of  the  Good  Shepherd 
in  saving  souls. 


'I  gaze  upon  Thy  gentle  Face 
That  looks  with  love  on  me; 

And  then  T  ask  of  Thee  the  grace 
To  love  all  men  like  Thee." 


UNSELFISH  KINDNESS  OFFEKUP  TO  ANOTHKK." 
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the  Master  calleth 
tor  thee  . 


up 

kilt,-'  % 
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VOCATIONS 


THE  HARVEST  OF  SOULS. 

"Long  ago,  while  yet  the  Saviour 
trod  this  earth,  we  read  that  once 
He  sat  by  the  well-side,  weary  from 
His  journey ings.  As  He  paused  to 
rest,  His  gaze  fell  upon  the  waving 
cornfields  stretching  far  out  of 
sight,  the  ears  bending  their  load  of 
countless  tiny  seeds,  each  bearing 
its  germ  of  life.  To  the  eyes  of 
His  soul,  devoured  with  a  burning 
zeal,  it  was  an  image  of  the  vast 
multitudes  of  human  beings  He  had 
come  to  save,  of  the  souls  of  those 
with  whom  He  lived,  and  the 
myriads  who  would  follow  Him. 
Silently  He  looks  at  the  solitary 
reaper,  sickle  in  hand,  slowly  gath- 
ering the  sheaves  of  golden  corn 
then  turning  sadly  to  the  disciples. 
He  says,  with  a  hidden  meaning  in 
His  words: 

'The  harvest  indeed  is  great,  but 
the  labourers  are  few.  Pray  ye, 
therefore  the  Lord  of  the  harvest 
that  He  send  labourers  into  His 
harvest.' 

The  words  died  away,  but  their 
echo  has  never  ceased  to  sound 
'the  harvest  is  great,  but  the  labour- 
ers are  few.'  Turn  where  we  will, 
in  no  matter  what  part  of  the 
globe,  and  there  we  shall  see  still 
the  harvest  of  souls,  waiting  to  be 
garnered  into  the  Master's  grana- 
ries." 

Rev.  Win.  Doyle,  S.J. 

"One  single  soul,  Oh!  what  is  its 
worth? 

His  Precious  Blood!  Who  redeemed 

the  earth. 
One  single  soul!  Ah!  saints  have 

died 

To  bring  one  soul  to  the  Crucified." 


THE  DEPARTURE  OF  THE 
MISSIONERS. 

Why  is  there  light  in  your  eyes 
as  you  go  with  your  face  to 
the  West 

Why  is  there  joy  in  the  depths 
of  your  soul  and  the  still- 
ness of  rest? 

Whence  comes  that  peace  that 
grows  deeper  within  as  you 
go  on  your  way? 

Why  do  we  envy  you  so,  go- 
ing forth  to  the  world's  end 
today? 

Because  there  once  stood  on 
the  brow  of  a  hill  at  the 
close  of  a  day 

A  cross  outlined  on  the  sky 
towards  the  West  all  sombre 
and  grey. 

And  lovers  of  Christ  would 
carry  that  Cross  as  a  stan- 
dard unfurled 

From  the  north,  from  the 
south,  from  the  east  from 
the  west  to  the  ends  of  the 
world 

Then  go  forth  in  the  love  of 
that  cross;  in  that  cross  be 
your  strength 

And  blazon  the  world  with  His 
love,  in  its  breadth,  in  its 
length, 

In  His  will  be  your  peace,  in 
His  heart  be  your  joy,  be 
your  rest. 

In  His  cross,  in  His  life,  in 
His  love,  may  your  going  be 
blessed. 

From  "Jesuit  Missions." 


AN  APPEAL. 

"Boys  and  girls,  with  your  young 
lives  so  full  of  promise  opening  out 
before  you,  have  you  no  nobler 
ideals,  no  loftier  ambition,  than  to 
spend  your  days  in  pleasure  and 
amusement  while  your  brothers  and 
your  sisters  look  appealingly  to  you 
for  help?  Lift  up  your  eyes  and 
see  the  harvest  awaiting  you,  the 
most  glorious  work  ever  given  to 
man  to  do — the  saving  of  immortal 
souls! 

A  vocation  is  indeed  a  gift  of 
God,  but  through  love  for  the  souls 
whom  He  longs  to  save,  gladly 
would  He  bestow  it  on  many  more, 
if  only  they  would  listen  to  His 
voice  or  a?k  for  this  treasure. 

Are  you  one,  dear  reader,  at 
whose  heart  Jesus  has  long  been 
knocking,  perhaps  in  vain,  inviting, 
pleading,  urging?  'The  Master  is 
here  and  calleth  for  thee';  He  has 
need  of  you  for  His  work.  Follow 
Him  bravely  and  trustfully,  you 
will  never  regret  it.  But  if  you 
have  not  yet  heard  that  voice,  then 
remember  His  words  'Ask  and  you 
shall  receive';  Ask  Him  for  a  voca- 
tion, not  once,  but  daily,  ask  con- 
fidently, perseveringly,  for  He  has 
pledged  His  word  to  hear  you,  so 
that  you,  also,  may  share  the  happi- 
ness of  those  who  serve  the  Lord, 
and  that  'your  joy' — like  theirs — 
'may  be  full'  " 

Rev.  Wm.  Doyle,  S.  J. 

"One  thing  I  have  asked  of  the 
Lord,  this  will  I  seek  after,  that  I 
may  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord 
all  the  days  of  my  life." — Ps.  XXVI 
4. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  RENDER  TO  THK  LOUD,  FOR  ALL  H  K   HATH   RENDERED  TO  ME.' 
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MISSION  SUNDAY 


SUNDAY,  October  19th.,  is  Mis- 
sion Sunday.  On  this  day  the 
Church  places  before  our  eyes 
the  work  done  by  her  missionaries, 
and  begs  us  to  do  our  part — to 
share  in  their  labours.  We  read, 
with  a  feeling  almost  akin  to  hor- 
row  of  recent  events  in  China, 
where  priests  and  nuns  are  being 
held  as  prisoners,  while  others  even 
in  our  own  day,  have  met  death 
fearlessly  and  courageously.  We 
hear  of  the  poverty  of  our  mission- 
aries, of  the  hardships  they  have  to 
undergo  in  their  battle  for  souls 
and  our  hearts,  as  Catholics  beat 
with  pride  and  sorrow;  we  long  to  be 
able  to  help  in  so  great  a  cause. 

One  thousand  million! — over  a 
third  of  the  world's  population — is 
given  as  the  number  of  pagans  to 
whom  the  name  of  God  is  unknown. 
In  the  last  2  5  years  five  hundred 
million  heathen — men,  women  and 
children — have  died  without  bap- 
tism. Fifty  thousand  heathen  will 
die  within  the  next  24  hours!  These 
figures  make  us  think,  and  we  rea- 
lise how  much  our  help  is  needed. 
Not  all  of  us  can  become  mis- 
sionaries in  person,  not  many  of 
us  can  afford  to  give  abundant 
alms,  though  most  of  us  per- 
haps, could  do  more  than  we 
are  doing.  Every  little  helps, 
and  any  sacrifice  that  our  offerings 
may  involve  will  bring  down  God's 
hlessing  upon  ourselves  and  our 
families.  Children  could  get  and 
fill  "Mite  Boxes."  These  blessed 
little  "Mite  Boxes"  which  besides 
helping  the  Missions,  teach  habits 
of  self-denial  and  thoughtfulness 
for  others.  Missionary  magazines, 
such  as  "China,"  "Catholic  Mis- 
sions," "The  Field  Afar,"  "Jesuit 
Missions,"  and  the  numerous  others, 


all  provide  interesting  reading,  and 
help  towards  the  upkeep  of  the 
Missions.  If  only  we  could  develop 
the  true  apostolic  spirit,  which 
counts  the  spreading  of  Christ's 
Kingdom  upon  earth  as  the  greatest 
of  all  achievements,  the  work  of 
our  missionaries  would  not  be  the 
uphill  work  it  is. 

And  there  is  another  way  all  can 
help.  We  can  all,  from  the  young- 
est to  the  oldest  offer  our  prayers. 
St.  Theresa,  of  Lisieux,  has  been 
made  patroness  of  all  Catholic  mis- 
sions— not  because  she  was  an  ac- 
tive missionary  herself,  but  because 
in  her  little  convent  in  France  she 


did  all  for  the  success  of  those 
labouring  in  foreign  lands.  Prayer 
has  p.iways  been  the  source  of  power 
from  which  the  missionaries  drew 
their  strength.  His  Holiness,  Pope 
Pius  XI.,  in  a  recent  encyclical, 
says:  "Even  though  the  mission- 
aries labour  zealously — though  they 
work  and  toil  and  even  lay  down 
their  lives  in  leading  pagans  to  the 
Catholic  religion,  though  they  em- 
ploy all  industry  and  diligence,  and 
all  human  means,  still  ail  this  will 
be  of  no  avail — all  their  efforts  will 
go  to  naught,  unless  God  touch  the 
hearts  of  the  pagan  to  soften  them 
and  draw  them  to  Him." 


Who  Can  Resi'st  This  Indian  Trio  of  Smiles? 
'THY  KINGDOM  COME." 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Children  are  Playful  the  World  Over,  and  African  Boys 
are  no  Exception. 


There  was  once  a  boy  who 
dreamed  great  dreams.  In  these 
dreams  he  saw  the  whole  world 
spread  out  before  him  with  its  mil- 
lions of  pagans.  Their  cry  for  help 
rang  persistently  in  his  ears,  and 
his  one  longing  was  to  go  to  them 
— to  become  a  missionary.  To  him 
the  missionaries  were  men  set 
apart,  "other  Christs."  He  grew 
older,  and  the  idea  never  left  him, 
until  one  day  found  him  at  the 
Foreign  Mission  Seminary  seeking 
admission.  The  years  passed,  and 
at  last  the  great  day  of  Ordination 
came — and  then  his  First  Mass.  As 
he  held  the  white  Host  in  his 
trembling  fingers,  a  silent  cry  went 
upwards:  "Jesus,  my  King,  let  me 
live  for  Thee,  let  me  die  for  Thee, 
even  a  martyr's  death."  And  then 
again  that  vision  of  countless  pagan 
souls  passed  before  his  eyes,  and  he 
prayed  for  them,  as  he  had  never 
prayed  before.  "I  offer  my  life  for 
them, — Jesus — my  life  that  they 
may  live." 

Thus  he  prayed,  and  longed  for 
the  day  to  come  when  he  could 
leave  for  the  distant  Missions;  but 
God  willed  otherwise,  and  that 
martyrdom  which  he  had  so  long 
desired  became  a  martyrdom  of 
pain.  Sickness  came,  and  he  watch  - 
ed others  go  to  take  their  places  in 
the  Mission  Fields,  while  he  stayed 
at  home. 

"Lord,  Thy  will  be  done,"  he 
murmured  throughout  the  long 
days  and  still  longer  nights,  "but 
let  me  be  a  missionary  still,"  and 
one  day  he  would  offer  all  his  pain, 
his  hours  of  loneliness  for  the  Mis- 
sions in  China — another  day  for 
India — for  Africa,  and  another  he 
would  spend  in  spirit  with  boys  and 
girls,  pleading  with  Our  Lord  to 


dra'v  them  to  Himself,  and  to  make 
of  them  valiant  missioners  of  His 
Holy  Name.  And  so  that  young  life 
passed  away,  and  when  the  end 
came  a  missionary  with  the  whole 
world  as  his  Mission  Field  went 
Home  to  meet  His  King.  Who  shall 
say  that  his  life  had  been  spent  in 
vain? 

Everyone  of  us  can  pray,  even  as 
this  young  missionary  prayed.  The 
mother  in  her  home,  the  business 
man  in  his  office,  the  boy  or  girl 
at  their  work,  the  child  in  school. 
Bach  and  everyone  of  us  can  become 
missionaries.  You  may  say:  "How 
can  I  pray  for  the  Missions  in  the 
midst  of  my  absorbing  occupations." 
But  you  can  make  of  that  occupa- 
tion a  prayer  by  offering  it  for 
some  Mission  or  missionary  that  his 
work  may  be  blessed. 

In  our  young  days  we  read  of  a 
king  whose  touch  turned  everything 
to  gold.  We  too  have  that  power, 
by  which  we  can  turn  our  meanest 
actions  into  purest  gold,  and  lay 
up  to  ourselves  untold  treasure  in 
Heaven.  By  offering  our  action^  to 
God  they  become  invested  with  an 
immense  value,  tor  they  become 
prayers,  and  who  can  measure  the 
worth  of  a  prayer?  Only  when  we 
meet  Our  Saviour  face  to  face  will 
we  know  how  many  souls  have  been 
saved  by  our  prayers  and  works 
offered  for  their  salvation. 


Mission  Sunday,  then  is  given  to 
us  in  order  that  our  love,  our  pride 
and  interest  in  our  Missionaries 
may  be  stimulated — that  we  may' 
learn  the  immense  importance  of 
their  worth.  Let  us  resolve  on  this 
day  that  we  will  make  their  work 
our  work,  their  sorrows  and  joys, 
our  sorrows  and  joys.  Let  us  give 
them  all  the  help  we  can,  and  never 
let  a  day  pass  without  remember- 
ing them.  Thus  we  can  become 
missionaries  every  one  of  us,  and 
we  can  expect  the  reward  of  an 
apostle  in  Heaven. 

M.L.M. 

*  *     *  * 
The  Spirit  Moveth. 

The  growth  of  our  Foreign  Mis- 
sion College,  "China  Seminary," 
shows  that  the  Spirit  of  God  is  mov- 
ing the  souls  of  our  Canadian  youth 
towaids  the  Foreign  Mission  Field. 
The  growing  number  of  candidates 
will  soon  necessitate  the  enlarge- 
ment of  the  building.  Let  us  pray 
for  the  increase  and  prosperity  of 
that  divinely  inspired  work.  .  .  . 
Crescat.  Floreat! 

Nothing  in  our  hur'.ble  opinion 
will  bring  a  greater  blessing  upon 
the  Church  in  Canada  than  this 
active  co-operation  of  ours  in  the 
Field  Afar. 

G.D. 

*  *     *  * 

Foreign  and  Yet  not  Foreign. 

The  editor  of  "The  Christian 
Family,"  one  of  the  publications  of 
the  Society  of  the  Divine  Word, 
makes  the  following  observation  to 
which  representatives  of  the  foreign 
missions  will  take  no  exception: 

"We  have  nearly  100  priests  sta- 
tioned in  over  20  centers  in  this 
country,  and  somewhat  less  than  a 
thousand  missionaries  working  in 
other  lands.  We  say  'other'  lands 
here,  instead  of  'foreign';  for  the 
word  'foreign'  is  at  times  given  an 
unfortunate  significance.  For. 
though  we  labor  extensively  ia 
foreign  mission  countries,  yet,  as 
Catholics,  no  nation  or  people  may 
be  foreign  to  us,  but  all  are  at 
least  potential  sons  and  daughters 
of  the  'one  household  of  the  faith,' 
as  St.  Paul  has  it.  So,  from  this 
standpoint,  our  foreign  missions 
are  not  'foreign'  to  us,  but  just 
seed-plots  apportioned  to  us  by  our 
Holy  Mother,  the  Catholic,  i.e.,  the 
uni/srsal  Church,  for  the  rearing 
up  of  spiritual  children  and  loyal 
citizens  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 
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At  the  hour  of  death,  when  our  whole  life  will  pass  * 
as  a  pageant  before  our  closing  eyes,  the  most  cherished  1 
memories  will  be  the  recollection  of  worthy  causes  we  $ 
have  been  able  to  help.  $ 
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PRAYJE  THEREFORE  MLIQRD 
SlfeOF  THE  HARVEST. 


The  Conquest  of  Heaven 


A LITTLE  boy  and  girl  once  wanted  very 
badly  to  Ely.    They  would  watch  the  birds 
with  envy  (it  was  in  the  days  before  aero- 
planes existed)  and  exclaim  wonderingly:  •'How- 
beautiful  to  be  able  to  fly  almost  up  to  Heaven." 

Then  the  little  girl  had  an  inspiration.  "God 
can  do  anything,"  she  said  to  her  brother.  "Let's 
ask  Him  to  make  us  fly." 

"Oh,  yes!"  acquiesced  the  boy  eagerly,  "Let's 
ask  Him  now,"  and  together  they  went  upstairs, 
and  while  the  little  girl  on  her  knees  repeated 
fervent  Paters  and  Aves,  the  boy  ran  up  and 
down  the  hall  flapping  his  arms,  and  expecting- 
every  moment  to  be  raised  aloft,  and  to  exper- 
ience the  wonderful  sensation  of  flying.  Need- 
less to  say  the  children  were  disappointed,  but 
who  shall  say  that  God  did  not  grant  their  inno- 
cent request;  for  the  boy  later  on  became  a  Car- 
thusian monk,  and  the  girl  lived  a.  holy  life,  and 
died  a  saintly  death  as  a  religious  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  Their  desire  was  fulfilled,  and  they  found 
wings  which  enabled  them  to  fly  to  the  very 
ante-chamber  of  Heaven. 

What  is  at  the  root  of  this  longing  we  have 
to  fly  above  the  things  of  this  world?  We  all 
experience  it  at  times.  "Who  will  give  me  wings 
like  a  dove,  and  I  will  fly  and  be  at  rest,"  cried 
the  Psalmist,  and  this  cry  has  been  echoed  by 
countless  souls  throughout  the  ages. 

The  soul  of  man  is  made  for  the  high  places. 
Its  home  is  in  Heaven,  and  this  accounts  for  the 
longing  we  have  to  soar — soar  away  beyond  the 
clouds  until  we  reach  the  very  Feet  of  God. 

"Dear  Lord,  my  soul  is  heavy  and  bound  down 
to  earth,"  sighed  one  who  longed  to  fly  to  heights 

THOSE  WHO  PRAY  ALWAYS  AHE  NEC 


unknown.  "0  give  me  wings  that  will  enable  me 
to  rise  even  unto  Heaven,"  thus  sighed  the  poor 
soul,  and  answer  seemed  to  come. 

"Prayer  and  suffering  for  My  sake  shall  pierce 
the  clouds,  they  are  wings  that  will  lift  you  even 
unto  the  throne  of  God." 

"Then  teach  me  to  pray,  Lord, — teach  me  to 
suffer  for  you,  so  that  my  soul  may  reach  to 
Heaven,"  and  even  as  she  uttered  her  cry  of  long- 
ing, peace,  like  the  breath  of  a  gentle  wind, 
seemed  to  fill  her  soul. 

"Sursnm  Corda!"  Let  us  lift  up  our  hearts! 
We  poor  exiles  wandering  over  the  face  of  the 
earth  long  to  reach  the  rarified  atmosphere  of  our 
true  Homeland.  We  long  to  do  great  and  noble 
things.  We  see  the  lights  of  Heaven  which  ever 
beckon  us  onward.  At  times  they  seem  so  far 
off  as  to  be  almost  unattainable,  but  let  us  not 
lose  courage,  for  with  prayer  and  sacrifice  we 
can  conquer  Heaven. 

M.L.M. 


OUR  LADY  OF  OCTOBER. 

A  crown  of  flowers  for  our  Queen  we  make 
Of  roses  white,  and  red  and  golden  too, 
Culled  in  the  morn  and  fresh  with  fragrant  dew. 

Some  stained  with  red  that  caused  your  heart  to  ache 

The  white  are  emblems  of  our  joy.    We  take 
On  Calvary.    The  gold  is  glory's  hue. 
Bright  symbol  of  the  kingdom  whence  you  view 

The  sad  and  joyous  treading  in  your  wake. 

This  crown  we  weave  whene'er  your  beads  we  say, 
In  prayer  we  live,  and  once  again  we  see 
Each  action  of  your  life  replete  with  love. 

Hearken,  O  Lady,  when  to  you  we  pray, 
Pondering  the  mysteries  of  your  Rosary 

Begging  to  share  your  joy  in  Heaven  above. 

Rev.  Wm.  R.  Crawford,  S.J. 
ESSARY  FOR  THOSE  WHO  NEVER  PRAY. 
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CANADIAN 
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No  Gast—  noQIest  just  Canada. 


The  City  Down  by  the  Sea 


Nestling  in  her  own  wonderful 
harbour,  like  a  ship  riding1  at 
anchor,  proudly  rests  Halifax, 
the  capital  of  Nova  Scotia,  and 
the  most  advanced  outpost  of 
our  Dominion  on  the  Atlantic 
sea-board.  On  three  sides  the 
sea  laps  the  very  hem  of  this 
quaint,  city,  as  if  it  possessed  it 
in  its  entirety;  and  when  the 
rushing  waves  of  the  incoming 
tide  sweep  up  into  the  far 
reaches  of  Bedford  Basin,  and 
the  North  West  Arm  and  hug  its 
shores  yon  would  think  that  the 
ocean  possessed  a  special  claim 
to  the  City  down  by  the  Sea. 

Halifax,  like  Quebec,  has  an 
historical  atmosphere  which  is  all 
its  own.  The  former  is  just  as 
English  as  the  other  is  French. 
There  is  an  old-country  air  about 
Halifax  which  yon  find  nowhere 
else,  with  the  exception  perhaps 
of  Victoria.  The  very  names  of 
the  streets  and  places  such  as 
Spring-Garden  Road,  Paradise 
Row,  the  Common  make  one 
think   of   Old   England.  The 


memories  of  the  Army  and  Navy 
days  linger  around  the  old 
Citadel  and  antiquated  fortifica- 
tions. The  social  life  of  the  City 
is  still  reminiscent  of  those  ro- 
mantic times  when  the  garrison 
lead  the  march  of  Ilaligonian 
society. 

Halifax  is  the  front  entrance  to 
Canada.  It  is  the  closest  Port  to 
Europe,  and  lies  nearest  to  the 
ocean-lanes  by  which  the  trans- 
atlantic liners  travel  to  and  from 
the  other  side.  The  harbour  is 
spacious  and  land-locked.  The 
whole  British  Navy  could  be 
sheltered  in  the  waters  of  Bed- 
ford Basin. 

To  appreciate  Halifax  one  has 
to  climb  the  heights  of  Citadel 
Hill  and  drink  in  with  the  eyes 
the  wonderful  panoramic  view 
of  the  City  and  its  surroundings. 
We  then  understand  how  it  is  a 
"maritime"  city  in  the  full  sense 
of  the  word. 

The  Catholic  life  of  the  City 
is  intense,  as  is  evidenced  by  the 
beautiful  churches  and  the  num- 
erous charitable  and  educational 
institutions.  The  Faith  of  the 
"old  sod"  which  Irish  immigra- 


tion brought,  to  those  shores  still 
burns  bright  and  warm.  Undei 
the  leadership  of  their  wonder- 
ful Bishops  the  Catholics  gradu- 
ally triumphed  over  the  disa- 
bilities enacted  by  Parliament 
against  them.  The  granite  spire 
of  St.  Mary's  Cathedral  is  a 
symbol  of  that  victory,  and  a 
bright  harbinger  of  the  future. 

G.D. 


"We*in  Canada  are  attempt- 
ing a  gigantic  task.  We  occupy 
the  larger  portion  of  the  North 
American  Continent  and  have 
been  more  bountifully  blessed 
with  potential  resources  of 
agricultural  land,  timber,  min- 
eral deposits  and  fisheries  than 
possibly  any  other  part  of  the 
world.  With  a  scattered  popu- 
lation throughout  the  nine 
provinces  from  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Pacific,  amounting  in  all  to 
approximately  ten  million 
people,  with  a  railway  mileage 
of  something  over  forty  thou- 
sand miles,  and  with  a  vast  in- 
terior of  navigable  water  sys- 
tem, we  have  of  course,  a  foun- 
dation upon  winch  to  build  a 
prosperous  nation." 

Col.  Dennis,  of  the  C.P.R. 


NOTHING  IS  SMALL  THAT  IS  GIVEN  FOR  THE  SALVATION  OK  SOULS. 
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"A  RIFT  IN  THE  CLOUD." 

The  power  projects  now  under 
development  in  Canada  will 
necessitate  the  expenditure  of 
more  than  one  hundred  million 
dollars  a  year  during  each  of 
the  next  three  years.  Invest- 
ment on  this  scale  constitutes 
objective  evidence  of  a  substan- 
tial belief  in  the  continued  ex- 
pansion of  Canadian  industries. 
This  estimate  of  the  future 
capital  requirements  of  the  elec- 
tric power  industry  is  from  a 
recent  publication  of  the  Domin- 
ion Water  Power  and  Hydro- 
metric  Bureau  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  the  Interior,  and  is 
based  upon  conservative  esti- 
mates of  the  probable  cost  of  the 
projects  already  undertaken.  Ex- 
penditures of  this  type  have  a 
far  reaching'  influence  upon  busi- 
ness. The  wage  payments  for 
such  construction  serve  to  create 
new  buying  power.  An  even 
more  important  influence  will 
be  the  expenditure  resulting 
from  the  building  of  manufac- 
turing plants  to  utilise  the  elec- 
tric energy  which  will  be  gen- 
erated by  these  new  installa- 
tions. Beyond  these  again,  lie 
the  wages  which  will  be  paid 
to  the  workers  who  will  be 
employed  in  the  new  plants. 
It  is  the  far-flung  conse- 
quences of  expenditures  such 
as  these  that  bring  on  those 
re-adjustments  that  herald  the 
return  of  prosperity.  Although 
there  are  other  plans  for  im- 
portant building  projects,  none 
will  have  a  more  intimate  bear- 
ing upon  the  industrial  develop- 
ment of  Canada  than  those  now 
contemplated  by  the  power 
industry. — Royal  Bank  Report. 


THE  REBIRTH  OF  A  NATION. 

On  August  20th.  last,  the 
Acadians  of  Canada  and  the 
United  States  commemorated  at 
Grand  Pre,  in  the  Annapolis 
Valley,  the  one  hundredth  and 
seventy-fifth  anniversary  of  their 
violent  expulsion,  and  forced 
exile  from  the  land  of  "Evange- 
line." This  fact  in  history  is 
known  in  their  own  picturesque 
language  as  "le  Grand  Derange- 
ment" .  .  .  The  great  up- 
heaval. 

Nearly  two  centuries  have 
passed  since  this  outrage,  the 
most  violent  and  unjust  ever  per- 
petrated against  a  whole  people. 
Quietly  during  the  long  years  the 
exiles  and  their  descendants 
have  returned  to  the  home  of 
their  Fathers. 

This   slow    and   peaceful  re- 
possession of  "their  land"  is  the 
rebirth  of  the  Acadian  people. 
A  day  will  surely  come  when 
once  more  the  Annapolis  Val- 
ley will  be  Acadian.   This  new 
conquest  will  not  be  by  gun 
and  sword.    It  will  be  the  con- 
quest and  vengeance  of  the 
cradle. 

God  grant  to  the  valiant 
people  the  grace  to  stand 
always  true  to  these  sacred 
principles  of  the  Christian 
home  which  in  the  past,  has 
been  their  strength,  and  is  to- 
dav  the  promise  of  the  future. 

G.D. 
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ACCOMPLISH  GREAT  THINGS  FOR  GOD  f 
|  AND  YOU  CAN  f 

EXPECT  GREAT  THINGS  FROM  GOD.  I 


AFTER  THE  FEDERAL 
ELECTIONS. 

The  smoke  of  the  battle  has 
rolled  off  our  electoral  field.  The 
two  parties  have  counted  their 
gains  and  their  losses.  The 
country  is  now  settling  down 
under  the  Conservative  regime. 

All  Governments  are  born  to 
fall  sooner  or  later.  They  come 
and  go.  The  Church  alone  sails 
on  ploughing  quietly  her  way 
amid  the  political  wreckage  with 
which  the  sea  of  history  is 
strewn.  How  serene  the  Spirit- 
ual Kingdom  of  Christ  looms 
upon  the  horizon  of  time  amid 
the  party-conflicts  and  changes 
of  governments.  This  serenity 
comes  to  the  Church  from  the 
promises  of  eternity  given  to  Her 
by  Her  Divine  Pounder. 

G.D. 


An  Ocean  Line)'  Landing  in  Halifax. 


EVERY  LITTLE  HELPS. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


OUR  MAGAZINE. 

For  nearly  six  years  now  "The 
Field  at  Home"  has  been  appear- 
ing before  you  four  times  every 
year,  bringing  its  message.  Our 
aim  has  been  to  place  before  you 
not.  only  the  needs  of  our  own 
Canadian  Mission  Field,  but  to 
develop  the  true  Catholic  spirit 
which  sees  beyond  the  horizon 
of  its  own  Country. 

Our  Little  Magazine  has  made 
many  friends  during  the  past 
few  years,  as  letters  of  appreci- 
ation testify,  but  our  appetite  is 
insatiable,  and  we  need  more 
friends  still.  As  we  said  once 
before,  the  circulation  of  a 
magazine  is  its  life  blood,  and 
we  need  more  and  more  sub- 
scribers in  order  to  give  our 
little  magazine  the  life  and 
vigour  it  should  have.  So  we 
are  going  to  take  this  opportun- 
ity of  asking  our  friends  and 
readers  to  introduce  us  to  others. 
In  a  word  we  are  going  to  ask 
you  to  obtain  for  us  ONE  NEW 
SUBSCRIBER  BEFORE  THE 
END  OF  THE  YEAR.  Is  this 
asking  too  much?  Knowing  our 
friends,  we  think  not.  Being  of 
a.  somewhat  modest  nature!  we 
start  by  asking  you  for  one  new 
subscriber  only,  but  of  course  if 
you  feel  like  getting  two  or 
even  three  we  won't  mind.  In 
fact  the  more  the  merrier. 

We  are  always  planning  ahead, 
and  our  plans  for  next  year  hold 
out  prospects  of  a  brighter  and 
better  "Field  ;it  Home,"  with 
possibly  the  addition  of  a  Ohil- 
drens'  section.  But  all  this  de- 
pends very  much  on  your  co- 
operation. So  please  don't  fail 
us. 


Lord  Jesus  Christ,  AVho,  in 

*  Thy  tender  pity  dost  delight 
♦>  to  heal  the  bodies  and  the 

*  souls  of  men,  pour  down  upon 

*  upon  us  all  this  day,  through 
|*  the  intercession  of  Thy  Im- 
%  maculate  and  Virgin  Mother. 
%  and.  of  all  the  Saints,  Thy 
♦>  efficacious  grace  and  bless- 

*  ing.      Have    mercy,  Lord, 

*  upon    us    all    within  these 

*  walls,  pardon  our  sins,  in- 

*  flame  us  with  love  for  Thee, 
❖ 

*  grant  that  our  every  act  and 

*  thought,  may  be  for  Thy 
*;*  sake,  and  so  supply  for  our 

*  unskilfulness  and  weakness. 
%  that  all  our  ministrations 
%  may  be  for  the  speedy  heal- 
♦>  ing  of  the  bodies  and  for  the 

saving  and  sanctifying  of  the 

*  souls  of  those  committed  to 

*  our  care. 
❖ 

%  Deliver.  O  Most  Merciful 
Saviour,  the  souls  of  all  who 
have  died  in  this  hospital 
A  from  the  flames  of  Purga- 
♦>  torv.  Give  patience  to  our 
♦:♦  sick   and    help    the  dying. 

*  Grant  that  all  our  works  and 

*  sufferings    may    be    all  for 

*  Thee,    that    having  served 

T  Thee  faithfully  on  earth  we 

S  may  partake  together  of  Thy 

*j*  rewards  of  everlasting  joy. 

X*  AVho  livest  and  reignest  one 

%  God,  wit  h  the  Father  and  the 

♦j.  Holy  Ghost,  world  without 
♦> 

*  end.  Amen. 


* 


* 
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ST.  PAUL  AND  THE  HOME  MISSIONS. 

"Whilst  we  have  time  let  us  work  good  to  all  men 
but  especially  to  those  who  are  of  the  household  of  the 
Faith." 


OUR  NEEDS. 

Our  hospitals  in  Edson  and 
Vilna,  Alta.,  are  always  asking 
us  for  more  and  more  clothes  to 
distribute  among  the  poor,  and 
linens  for  use  in  the  hospitals. 

The  Motherhouse,  in  Toronto, 
would  be  most  grateful  for  a 
copy  of  the  Catholic  Encyclo- 
pedia. 

Our  Hostels  and  Hospitals 
would  welcome  good  books  for 
the  libraries  they  are  trying  to 
build  ii}). 

Our  Catechetical  House 
(11837-85th.  St..  Edmonton, 
Alta.),  needs  Catholic  maga- 
zines and  newspapers,  also  holy 
pictures  to  distribute  among  the 
settlers  on  the  Prairies. 

And — to  sum  up  the  Editorial 
Staff  of  "The  Field  at  Home" 
would  welcome  one  thousand 
new  subscriptions  by  the  end  of 
the  year.  AVho  will  send  in  the 
first  five  hundred? 


THE   STEADY  SUBSCRIBER. 

How  dear  to  my  heart  is  the 

steady  subscriber, 
AVho  pays  in  advance  the  first 

of  each  year. 
AVho  sends  in  his  money,  and 

does  it  quite  gladly, 
And  casts  round  the  office  a  halo 

of  cheer. 
He  never  savs  "Stop  it,  I  cannot 

afford  if' 
Nor  "I'm  getting  more  papers 

now  than  I  read." 

But  always  "Send  it,  the  family 

likes  it, 

In  fact,  we  all  find  it  the  thing 

that  we  need." 
How  welcome  his  letter  when'er 

it  comes  to  us  ; 
How  it  makes  our  heart  throb, 

how  it  makes  our  eyes  dance. 
AVe   outwardly   thank  him,  we 

inwardly  bless  him. 
The  Steady  Subscriber  who  pays 

in  advance. 

(From  the  Annals  of  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes.) 


PASS  THE  "KIKLD  AT  HOME"  ON  TO  A  FRIEND. 


The  Widow's  Mite! 


"And  their  came  a  certain  poor  widow,  and  she  cast  in  two  mites, 
which  makes  a  farthing — 

And  calling  His  disciples  together,  He  saith  to  them:  'Amen  I  say 
unto  you,  this  poor  widow  hath  cast  in  more  than  all  they  who  have 
cast  into  the  treasury — " 

(St.  Mark,  Ch.  X1I-42-43) 

The  widow  s  mite  became 
a  treasure  in 
The  Eyes  of  God 


Your  alms  too,  whether  great  or 
small  may  become  great  in 
God  s  sight 

They  will  help  to  support  those  who 
have  sacrificed  everything  to 
spread  the  Kingdom  of 
God  on  Earth 


'/  have  come  to  serve" 


tsrter*  of  is>erbtce 


'HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


Halifax,  N.S 
Quebec,  Que 
Montreal,  Que... 

Toronto,  Ont  

Winnipeg,  Man 


^     filler      ''""jE^H  The 

Sisters 

of 
Service 
Need 
Canada 

Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 

 Port  Work       Camp  Morton,  Man  2  Schools 

 Port  Work       Edmonton,  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

 Hostel       Edmonton,  Alta  Hostel 

 Hostel       Yilna,  Alta  Hospital  and  School 

 Hostel       Edson,  Alta  Hospital 

Vancouver,  B.C..   Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


